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ABOUT GLOMAG 


GloMag now brings out two hard copy versions per year, one in 
February and one in August. While there are no visual aids in the hard 
copy versions, the online version is enhanced by pictures accompanying 
the writings and the profiles. GloMag Online is the coming together of 
writers in their diverse manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and 
the visual interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of the 
writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual aids help us to 
decipher the writer’s intentions, and at the same time, enhance the 
reading experience. 


Either way, GloMag remains a euphoria, engaging all your senses 
at once. Perhaps you are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a 
lake, and you turn the pages. Suddenly, a hundred voices are talking to 
you, capturing your thoughts. Time stands still, and you become 
engrossed, oblivious to anything but these beautiful writings, expressions, 
and pictures. Your soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic 
experience, it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house without music, 
someone shows you how to love, and someone raises questions about 
existence itself. 


And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still there, 
the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. Nothing feels the same! 
You are not the same! You get up reluctantly. It’s time to go home. 


~ Glory Sasikala 
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A COUNTRY POET 


“Sir! I produce best poetry on earth,” the sharp-eyed, lanky, bearded 
young man, sitting cross-legged on the river-bank, claimed and he pressed 
me to read a sample. 


“How can I? Hand your chirkut (paper).” 
“[’m a maverick. Scan and relish!” he quickly turns his back. 


I glued to his t-shirt but as it was washed more than hundred times, 
most letters lost their sheen. “Ah! Awesome! Beautiful!” I frenziedly 
agreed. 


“Eh....Where do you find beauty?” boomed the young man. 
“Why, man? I find beauty in each letter.” 
A silence followed. 


“You, the great minds, have a disease. You find beauty in 
everything—beauty in nature, beauty in women, beauty in poetry, beauty 
in art, even beauty in the poor and the peasants, the slums and the 
ghettos. Each letter is dripped with my blood and you say beautiful!” he 
loudly spat and looked wild. 


“Blood? It’s machine-etched. Do you run a vests factory for the 
promotion of your poetry?” 


He squinted at me. His cheeks twitched. “You’re eyeless!” he 
roared. 


“T’ve killed hundred girls with my eyes and you....” 


“Stop! Not a word more! Beautiful eyes! Donate them! They have 


17? 


expired 
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“That I do when I die,” I quipped. 
“You're already dead and you don’t know. Oh! My head reels!” 


The poet fell flat and writhed on the sands. Why and for how long, 
I didn’t know. 


Abu Siddik: I am a writer, residing in Berhampore, Murshidabad, 
India. I work as Assistant Professor. I have contributed to various e- 
journals and anthologies. I have also published three books. Website: 
www.abusiddik.com 


THE RAIN 


Have you ever seen the rain, 

every drop rings a bell of memories 

due to a cup of whiskey I drank by myself 
I still think of us together in the clouds 


Have you ever felt the rain, 

every drop touches my sweaty body 
tagging my thoughts of you, in autumn, 
I dream about your colourful leaves 


Have you ever tasted the rain, 

every drop falls above your lips 

dripping down to my broken heart in pieces, 
I wish I kissed you before I cried 


Have you ever smelt the rain, 

every drop falls above the thorns 

washing my blood stains from the sad soil 

I wish I learned to be a graveyard, and a farmer 


Have you ever heard the rain, 

every drop is louder than lighting and thunder 
screaming my poetry to your ears 

until I ask you for a dance under the moonlight 
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Ahmad A]-Khatat: He was born in Baghdad, Iraq. He has been 
published in several press publications and anthologies all over the world 
and has poems translated in several languages. He has published two 
poetry books ‘The Bleeding Heart Poet’ and ‘Love On The War’s 
Frontline,’ which are available on Amazon. Most of his new and old 
poems are also available on his official page Bleeding Heart Poet on 
Facebook. 


ALMOST PERFECT 


What does the word love mean? 
Is it a mosaic of small parts of life? 


Every day is like a design of words and deeds, 
Full of colorful dreams and expectations. 


This love is kissing in the morning 
And serves breakfast to bed and roses. 


It lights the fire of passion in the eyes. 
And heats up in the warmth of feelings. 


The thoughts of its beloved make it smile. 
Love always trusts and is tender. 


It does not like good-byes and separations. 
They force love to stand in a square window and look at the clock. 


Love forgives mistakes, listens patiently. 
Sometimes it suffers in silence, weeps in secret. 


By changing the colors and shapes it matures and bears fruit. 
Every day has similarities, though the years are passing. 


Love drives out selfishness 
And multiplies happiness by two. 


Love is excellent 
Despite many imperfections 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska: She has won distinction and medal on 
Nosside poetry competition in Italy, statuette in Lithuania, medal of 
European Academy Science, Arts and Letters in France, award of 
Cultural Festival International “Tra le parole e I’ infinito” Italy, Boles?aw 
Prus Prize Poland, Culture Animator Poland and Premio Internazionale 
di Poesia Poseidonia- Paestrum Italy. She is Polish Ambassador of 
Culture of The Inner Child Press (the USA). She belongs to Editorial 
Advisory Board of Sahitya Anand (India) and IPA Editorial (India). 


NIGHTMARE 


I glide while in sleep like an eagle over and above the salt wind 
Settle then on solitary hard rocks 

I pluck immature dreams resembling tiny waves from the vast 
canvas of my mind that is like that of the ocean blue. 


I call out for help due to uncertainties, mingled with emotions galore 
My favourite names I find as if are being echoed again and again 
drenching me in deep despair 

They know how to create an ambience full with horrors 

We are like the flowers very delicate and are perturbed by even a 
mild blow of wind 


Hands emerge to entangle my throat to pluck me as one plucks a 
beautiful flower 

Like twigs I sway, tremble 

Leaving the entire ocean bloodied with hues red 

A little patience I can’t gather, totally drained than before!!! 


Alok Kumar Ray: I am a poet and textbook writer residing in 
Jaipur District headquarters of Odisha state, India. I work as a Senior 
Lecturer in Political Science. I have contributed to various anthologies. 
Books written by me in Political Science are being taught in different 
universities of Odisha and Assam. I have edited three books on social 
sciences containing articles of research scholars. 
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THE WATCHFUL EYES 


A pair of eyes follows me everywhere. 
Not belonging to any familiar face 

they watch me most impassionately, 

but almost not for once batting the lids 

not giving out any of its thoughts remotely. 


Like an artist watching his subject keenly, 
before he lifts up his finger to sketch, 

the eyes keep on reading every single line, 
blemishes, blotches, that my skin breaks into, 
each deepening and fading of dark circles. 


Some weary days, I wished it had a chest 

to hide me in ,hands to pat me to sleep, 

but the eyes never looked it would comply, 
one flicker of disarming vulnerability, may be, 
before it went on to do what it did best, see! 


Amanita Sen: I am a poet residing in Kolkata, India. I work as a 
mental-health professional. I have contributed to various anthologies. I 
have also published 1 book of poems. 


MEMORIES 


These memories 

pop up 

And just like that, 

They touch me 

A gentle caress, a happy smile 
Sometimes, 

They sit, 

Heavy and melancholy 

And I have to sigh as I remember 
Another day, another taste, another feeling, another emotion... 
Maybe not so long ago. 

It could be 

Time spent with friends 
Unfinished conversations... 

Or photographs 

Of the laughing departed 

Some gone before their time 


Ameeta Agnihotri: I am a poet residing in Chennai, India. I work 
as a Food Critic. I have published ten books and have a weekly column 
in Chennai Times. 
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Education is everyone’s birthright. It lays on the fundamentals 
of zero discrimination and equality to all. The poetry is a dedication 
to #Article 15 in the Indian Constitution. 


#ARTICLE 15 


It’s my belief, 
My being, 
My right. 


One can’t steal, 
No other can deal, 
My life, my ride. 


Literacy has wings, 

With no tangles of greed, 
Ready to take off, 
Education flies to the sky. 


It multiplies by adds, 
Divisible for remainders, 
Subtracts only fears, 
Should I be in tears? 


IT shout out loud, 

I am the child of today. 
Give me my page, 
Hand me my pen, 

I want to write, 

I slate #India white. 


Ami Parekh: With deep interest I pursue a stint of creative writing 
which impacts the reader mind with a grain of love at first sight. Playful 
indulgence in languages, I write niche poetry, reviews, short stories and 
blogs as a flavor of my creative compositions. My works are published 
on various platforms. 


GloMag - February 2020 


SONG OF HUMANITY 


You are perhaps a Muslim 

Still you are a human being 

You are perhaps a Christian 

Still you are a human being 

You are perhaps a Hindu 

Still you are a human being 

You are perhaps a Buddhist 

Still you are a human being 

You can belong to any other religion 
Still you are a human being 

You are perhaps an atheist 

Still you are a human being 

You are perhaps an agnostic 

Still you are a human being 

You can be converted to any religion 
You can never convert humanity. 


Aminool Islam: I am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. I work 
as an English language instructor. I have contributed to various 
anthologies. Iam currently the sub-editor of a literary magazine named 
Neeharika. 


CALCUTTA DAYS 


those were Calcutta days 

red was the color of your big bindi 

red was that sudden afterthought on your cheeks 

red was my unkempt beard, your crumpled saree, me holding you 
red was an evening of disputes, shadows unsure of tomorrow 
red were slogans, banners, processions, chipped tea cups 

red were dreams we sought every crypt every night 

red trams, minibuses , eyes in pursuit of a closed rain 

red we walked a countryside of promise and breath 

red was a night gunshots riddled a setting sun 


Amitabh Mitra: He is one of the most widely published poets 
globally. A medical doctor, poet and a visual artist living in South Africa, 
he is also a poetry publisher. 
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I AM BORN 


Iam born a cloud of dust 

in the quagmire of ‘unfair’ divide 
negotiating dos and don’ts, 
chiseled infamy of subversion. 


Iam born the confluence of the child and the adolescent 
a flash storm lashing my body and mind, 

nestling a greenhouse of sprouting seedlings 

to crush a mountain of frowns. 


Iam born a blaze of contempt 
tracing down your hissing gaze 
slither down my navel, 

ages of procreation shamed 

In the sludge profaned. 


Iam born in defiance to monolithic power 
barbs of ridicule a sting 

at each attempt to break free 

a cluster of claustrophobic confines. 


Born am [ a spiraling faith 

from the stillborn sea of change, 
lashing, breaking, gathering, 

for a woman is born in thousand shades 
Reincarnated in ignominy and fame. 


Amita Ray: I am a retired associate professor in English and Vice 
Principal of a college, residing in Kolkata. An academic of varied 
interests, I am a published translator and short story writer. I have 
translated into English and published Abanindranath Tagore’s KHIRER 
PUTUL. My short stories have been published in The Sunday Statesman 
and many web magazines. I have a passion for writing poems, many of 
which have been published in anthologies and online magazines. 
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MR MATHUR//TIME LOSS 


dedicated to Anurag Mathur 


Mr Mathur, did we utterly fail? 

Searching for that elusive Audit trail 

Leafing Ledgers, We never looked out at all 

Never saw that magical once-in-a-lifetime Star-Fall 
Time passed 

Time Lost 

#TimepassedTimelost #MrMathur 

#poetperfect 


Amit Krishan Agnihotri: I am a poet residing in Landquart 
Switzerland. I work as a County Manager. I have contributed to various 
anthologies. I have also published short stories and poems in UK and 
India. 


RED 


Every day I see her go by 

At least thrice 

With an orange pot 

Clad in a nondescript sari 

A very ordinary woman 

Comes down the lane 

Past my gate 

Through the open field 

And then back after filling the pot from the tap which too I can see 
I don’t know which house she comes from 

This is a rich colony 

She must be a maid 

Going to fetch water 

I wonder what will happen in 2020 

When there is no more ground water in Bangalore 
Which tap will she meet her Jesus at? 

Who will be her Upagupta? 


Which Moses will draw water for her pot? 
And what will its colour be by then? 
Red? 


Ampat Koshy: I, Dr Koshy AV, am a writer presently residing in 
Jazan, Saudi Arabia. I work as an Assistant Professor. I have contributed 
to various anthologies. I have also published a book of short stories, 3 
solo collections of poetry, a book on poetry, a collection of essays and 6 
anthologies. The latest achievement I am proud of is gaining a certificate 
from Harvard X, in Masterpieces of World Literature. 
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AT THE RAILWAY STATION 


Cacophonic crowds 
Countless conversations 

I stood on the platform - alone 
For my train. 

I saw at the opposite end 

A flash of pastel 

My sight - 

Disrupted by the jet 

Of a thousand-wheeled wagon 
And she’s vanquished 

With the train. 

My eyes searched 

For what has gone. 

The girl in pastel - 

Would I ever 

See her again? 

My train of thought - broken 
By the arrival of my train. 


Anand Gautam: He hails from Hyderabad, India. He studied life 
sciences, currently works in a tech giant, and his heart and soul have 


always been inclined towards poetry and fiction. He snatches a few 


minutes every day from his life for his love of writing and believes that 


one’s passion must be kept alive to be alive. 
Instagram handle: @anand_writes 


Blog: https://notesandwords. wordpress.com/ 


OF ASHES AND PERSIFLAGE 


The iron curtain separates death 
on both sides, separates the corpse 
and ashes and fire. 


Life watches from the eastern side 
of the iron rail, with the dead body, 
waiting to be pushed to the 

pyre on the west. 


The corpse’ waiting to have 
a date with ashes, after some 
heated time with fire. 


Relatives wait, and friends, 

and sons and daughters, 

sisters and brothers. 

Melancholy waits, and silent tear. 


Chair looks at the corpse 
for one last time, and status. 
Belongings, wealth and 

ego watch in persiflage. 


The fire is waiting, 

time is waiting, and the ultimate ash, 

to embrace all hankers, ladder, perfume 
and vanity; you and me. 
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Aneek Chatterjee: I am a poet and a novelist, residing in Kolkata, 
India. I work as Professor of Political Science. I have contributed to 
various anthologies. I have also published poems in noted literary 
magazines across the globe. I was a Fulbright visiting professor at the 
University of Virginia, USA; and a recipient of ICCR visiting chair to 
teach in reputed foreign universities. 


PURITY OF LOVE 


Waltzing into my life, you’re like an angel 
Rejuvenating my spirit like pure mountain air 
A genuine heart with soulful compassion 
Feeling my agony without condemnation 
Renewing my passions and dreams 
Reigniting the celebratory joys of life 
Ending the anguish and perpetual pain. 


Pure love freely flows like gentle streams 
Caressing the impassioned heart and restless mind 
The rhythm of your unadulterated heart 

Pulsates in synchrony with my soul 

Gracefully dancing in exuberance 


Pure love finds you unexpectantly 

Flooding your soul like a beacon of light 

Raising heartfelt hope from the spiralling shadows 
With a renewed passion and hopefulness. 


Holding onto love’s promises 

The lens of life is picturesque 
Watching every sunrise with you 
Life’s adventures carving the path 
Of a beautiful life embodied in love 
As we journey into the sunset. 


Angela Chetty: I am a poet and lyricist residing in Durban, South 
Africa. I work as a Consultant. [have contributed to various anthologies. 
Ihave also published an anthology. I have been recently awarded with 
Elite Writer Status for 2019 for my poetry and will be prominently 
featured in the 2019 Poet’s Yearbook by International Poetry. 
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YOUR LOVE FOR ME 


Soft knock on the door 

When dawn descends in the west 
Ican say it is you 

Through the night you did not take rest 


Sound of anklets on stairs 

When the sun peeps through foliage 

I know it is you 

To get my love your heart is in a rage 


Mild shrill of a love song 

Flows from garden of white jasmine 

It’s your song I know 

You display a beauty I have not ever seen 


Air is thick with your scent 

When around your tress dusk falls slow 
It’s my love I know 

That lends your face a heavenly glow 


Shine of coloured bangles 

When you rush to fall on my chest 
Gives colours to my eyes 

Under which you look your divine best 


Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He is from Brajrajnagar, Odisha, 
India, and resides there currently. He works as a mine surveyor in coal 
mines. He writes short stories and poems whenever he gets time. 


READ MY SMILE 


Ihave smiled like my heart was sprouting tender leaves at springtime, 
Like the leaves were reaching out to the twin suns 
That are my eyes, eyes that have drawn their sparkle from the skies. 


There have been times when my smile 
Has drowned my eyes in a glassy shimmer 
That has threatened to spill if I smiled any further. 


The mind is unaware of the smile that tiptoes across my face 
And flickers around the lips in such delicate ways 
That it escapes the attention of the eyes lost in memory’s lanes. 


The one that hesitates on immobile cheeks 
And settles like a dreary formality on unwilling lips, 
Would you even call that a smile, the one that the eyes dismiss? 


Some smiles have flowed as honey from a melting maternal heart 
And a few others have settled peacefully into my being 
While in my beloved’s protective arms. 


When words have failed, my smile has quietly taken their place. 
It has leapt from the eyes when the lips advised restraint. 

How many times has it begun conversations 

And made friends by simply stretching once! 

How many more poems will it pen 

By simply stretching...again? 


Anju Kishore: I am a poet and editor residing in Chennai, India. A 
former Cost Accountant, I have contributed to various online and print 
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anthologies. One of the winners of The Great Indian Poetry Award 
2018, my poems have been featured in the readers section of a Dubai- 
based magazine and in a theatrical performance in Mumbai. Moved by 
the plight of children caught in the crossfire during the Syrian Civil War, 
I traced my poetic journey from war to the love of the universe in my 
book, *...and I Stop to Listen’ that was published in 2018. 


SNOW DAY 


Taste now 

the different colors 
of the sun, 

filtered through 
brisk winter air. 


Delicious dreams 
float overhead, 

just out of reach, 
while crystalline hope 
clings to trees. 


A world of white 
sparkling blindness 
encasing all, 

on a bed of fresh 
bleached sheets. 


Growing younger 
with anticipation, 

the child emerges 
and takes flight, 

on the first snow day. 


Ann Christine Tabaka: I am a poet and writer residing in 
Delaware, USA. I am a retired organic chemist. I have contributed to 
various journals and anthologies. I have also published 9 poetry books 
and one memoir. I have recently been writing drabbles and am included 
in several Drabble Anthologies. 
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CONVERSATIONS IN BANGKOK 


Part 1 

When you talk to the girls, 
You ask them, 

Their price for the night 


When they talk to me, 
They tell me 

The values they seek 
For life 


Part 2 

With a painful ease they bare 
Their souls to me 

Their bodies to you 


The souls are bruised, 

Battered and Broken 

Their bodies are perfect they bear, 
No scars 


Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a financial 
services group and has spent almost two decades serving that industry. 
Whatever little time that has been spared from work or sleep or reflective 
meditation has—with quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from 
friends—been devoted to occasionally tapping to the Muse’s dictats 
from time to time. 


LIFE HAS A WAY OF SOLVING 


Worrying about anything 
never resolves problem, 
Sometimes we just have to do 
our best 

and let the rest resolve 

itself in time 

and that is when life kicks in 
and smoothens out the wrinkles, 
so long as we remain firm 

to our principles 

and follow our instincts, 

we can confidently and 
resolvedly place our faith 

in life 

and where it us 

make us and wake us, 

and onwards sometimes 

we will also get answers 

to questions 

we never knew 

were bothering us 

for so long and effects were so strong. 


Ashish Kumar Pathak: I am a middle school teacher posted in 
Munger district of Bihar Province (India). My works have been published 
in many national and international anthologies. I’ve received a letter of 
appreciation from the President of India for my poem. I have been 
conferred world union of poets gold cross medal for my contribution in 
the world book “Complexion based discrimination.” I am a regular 
contributor in Glomag and wish to continue so. 
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BETWEEN US 


Memories never go away 
When you first came 
Under our antique sky 
You whispered your secret 


Our hearts are melting 

A candle deep inside 

Beyond the blue sea and grey mountain 
Our lips and eyes 

The fireflies glowed in the night 


Our way to an unknown island 

A mystery tale 

Hidden behind a waterfall 

This midnight hour 

Under the shadow of the quiet moon 


We surrendered 


Became strangers again 
In the rebellious wind 


Asoke Kumar Mitra: He studied at Hindu school and St. Xavier’s 
College, Kolkata, and is a retired journalist and was editor of ‘Calcutta 
Canvas’ and ‘Indus Chronicle’. He is a bilingual poet. He has contributed 
to various anthologies published in India and abroad. His poems are 
translated into various languages. “Savage Wind’ is his first poetry book, 
a bilingual edition, translated into Spanish by Mexican poet Josep Juarez. 
‘Song Of Pebbles’ is his second bilingual poetry book, which is translated 
into French. Poetry, photography, paintings are his passions. 


ANTHEM FOR OUR OWN CHILDREN 


We love pets and so we chose to be parents and tactfully steal their 
childhood. 

We love horses and so we pitilessly burden then with our unbridled 
desire. 

We love dogs and so we rob them off their spontaneous movement. 
We love parrots and so we make them devour the dry yellow pages. 


Children of immortality they are not. 
Children of love they are not. 
Children of ‘man’ they are not. 


They are investments. 
They are corporate. 
They are crippled. 


Destined 
Dizzied 
Doomed. 


Avik Kumar Maiti: He is a poet and writer from Midnapore. He 
is apermanent ESL teacher at Belda Gangadhar Academy, West Bengal. 
He likes to travel, explore the locale with cultures, to drink life to the 
lees’, passion in humanity and drenched in literature. He believes that 
God is there and one day everything will be fine again. He believes in 
the flame eternal that is within us, which may cause a miracle with just 
a sympathetic touch. 
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What is this beauty, 

That you yearn to stare, 

Yet don’t intend to share - 
Tearing through its limbs 
Clipping down its wings 

And burning it to your whims? 


Ayshwaria Sekher/ Icecamp: Ayshwaria is a writer in the making. 


O, CHEER UP! 


(i) 

Last evening sitting at coffee table 

I looked up and saw her wavy face 

Heavy stony silence was so palpable 

All gone! Grit, grin, glow and grace. 

(ii) 

She cheered me up with her feeble smile 

Shapely fingers trembled against the spoon 

Her lissome frame looked frail and fragile 

With sluicing pain I realized she’d drop soon 

(iit) 

I shuddered and stood up to support 

Her glazing eyes’re riveted on my face 

I tried my hardest but came to naught 

She seemed so keen within to trace 

(v) 

She slumped down, face pale and wan 

And felt heavy, sluggish with closed eyes 

I murmured miserably swaying like a fan 

In throat froze all, moans, sighs and cries 
Beside her I sat caressing her soft hand 
With a smile as if asking ‘O, no my friend’! 


B. S. Tyagi: He comes from India and writes in both Hindi and 
English. He has several books, both fiction and non-fiction, to his credit. 
His poems have been included in several anthologies. He writes short 
stories which regularly appear in national and international literary 
magazines. His write-ups and poems have appeared in national and 
international magazines. Besides, he has translated four books of poems. 
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ONCE UPON A LIE 


“Cross my heart, hope to die, 
Stick a needle in my eye” 


There are stiff faces that purple 
When biologists note that 
Human beings are animals 


In the fabled Paradise Garden 

We practised, way back then, 

The straight face, the earnest voice, 
The averted eyeball, 

The artful and the artless lie 


But did not animals - 
Long before Manu and Satarupa, 
Long before the hapless glib Eden serpent, 


Long before blushing Adam and Eve (and we) copped the blame - 


Lie and scheme their heads off, 

Lie and scheme to save their skins, 

- Each species in its own 

Self-saving fashion 

In air, in sky, in water - 

With not a word, not one, 

BUT with their bodily instincts alone? 


Barry Pittard: I am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, living in 
the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. I am a retired 
(refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as an NGO among the 
socially marginalised. I have broadcast on social just and world music 
themes on community radio. In the theatre, I worked as an actor, director 
and writer. Presently, 1am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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WHEN LOVE STRIKES 


like a gigantic wave hitting the breakwater 
her love hits you like a crave a couples pretty daughter 


acraze like winning the lottery 
you cannot concentrate 
because this girl a beauty 

just became your mate 


holding her hand 
everywhere you go 

you want her to understand 
everyone should know 


how immensely happy 

she makes you feel 

hurrying to get her expensive candy 
is just no big deal 


your whole world rotates 
around her needs 

the beating of your heart rate 
whenever she sleeps 


when love strikes 

it’s like a punch to the jaw 

more brutal than mike’s 

but yet you keep coming back for more 


Bevan Boggenpoel: His debut anthology, published in December 
2016 was well received by the public and he sold 200 copies locally. He 
is also an author at a South African website known as Litnet (Literature 
Network in South Africa). His poetry is written in a South African 
context that covers different issues in daily life. In his writings he strives 
to tell a story or teach a lesson that will inspire and motivate. He is 
currently a teacher at Bethelsdorp Road Primary in the northern areas 
of Port Elizabeth. 
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YOUR COMING 


The days were waiting for you to come, 

Flowers were waiting to blossom, 

The breeze was waiting to caress the lovely branch, 
Roads were waiting for your feet to touch. 

The river was waiting to gurgle, 

The butterfly was sitting with beautiful wings to spread, 
The birds were singing for your welcome. 


When you came, you came with the colour, light and music. 
As you came, you no more remained you, 

You became the light, colour and music, 

Ino more remained I, 

As I became you, and 

You became I 

And together we became colour, music and light 

And sing the song of life. 


Bharati Nayak: I am a poet, critic and translator residing in 
Bhubaneswar, India. I work in Government of Odisha. I have contributed 
to various anthologies at national and international levels. I have also 
published three poetry anthologies and co-authored two anthologies. I 
am among the top 500 poets of the popular Poetry website 
www.poemhunter.com and have been offered a title ‘Poetic Basil’ for 
my contribution. 


(45 ) 


BABE 


I loved you more than cash rats 

Today we hold our child with separated hands 

How I long to share my boatish bed with you 

Some times in these chambers 

the estranged servants of this heaven dine a human stress away 
I out breath reality to men with stone hearts 

I remember your smile 

it can take a mile to read a verse of a whining man 


Speak! 

Spill the milk of stolen cow 

I grab an opportunity to tour on tollgates to tell you life and half 
Babe remember me in your cake 


Bheki BO. Nxumalo: He honed his writing and performing skills 
at FUBA School Of dramatic And Visual Arts, where he did speech 
and drama. His earlier poetry was published in a book titled FEDILITIES 
V. edited by Kobus Moolman. He has performed in festivals such as 
Bosman Weekend Festival, Newcastle Winter Festival, Macufe festival 
to name a few. He has graced broadcasting medium like SABC,Y fm 
and Trans Africa radio blowing poetry horn. He is a member of 
Amavukuvuku music band. He also facilitated children story telling at 
Xarra Books. 
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GIRL IN GREEN 


Hair bobs around a face of Nefertitian beauty: 
She sits with an arm draped 

over the arm of a chair, 

her green sleeve bends from the stiff leaves 
of a potted plant shooting out of a clay urn. 


Another sits, leaning against the wicker, resting 
her chin on a bended knee— 

her eyes closed and placid. 

The girl in green runs a hand through 

the shoulder-length hair of the other, and 


I feel that hand sift through my hair, the nails 
separating greying ends, 

the tips of her fingers resting 

as if on my skin. 

My neck cranes at the touch. 


Bill Cushing: I am a very soon-to-be retired college English 
instructor from the United States. My writings have been published by 
various journals and anthologies, both in print and online. Named one of 
the “Top Ten Poets of Los Angeles,” I was nominated for a Pushcart 
Prize and Best of the Net award. “Girl in Green” comes from my book 
of poems (A Former Life), released in June 2019. 


EMERALDS OF THE PAST 


In the embers of lost years 

A flickering flame appears 

Trying to rise higher and higher 

Setting my whole existence on fire. 
Gulping a lump in my throat, 

My mind questions 

Is it worth revisiting the past 

For the present is running fast. 

’Yes,”’ my heart passionately nods. 

My past, today I shall prod. 

And after a long tussle of soul and heart 
After rummaging through tears and smile 
I feel my heart light. 

Accepting my fate in an elated spirit. 

Far from it, I realize how rich was it. 
Bestowed with visions, lessons and values 
Like emeralds embedded in embers cold. 


Bilquis Fatima: I am a poet and a writer residing in Ranchi, India. 
I work as a homemaker. I have contributed to various anthologies 
published in India. I have also published a poetry anthology in June 
2018. This year one of my poems got selected in a poem competition 
held in India on a national level. 
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SLOWLY THE NIGHT PASSES ON 


Slowly the night passes on 
As whispering darkness dances, 
Catches me at my window 


Stray dogs wander with intermittent barking 
A footpath dweller yawns at the hazy moon 
Hung from a tree nearby 


My unrequited love flickers 
In the chest of a grey cloud 
And your parting glances still burns my heart 


My sky cracks in a sweet thunder, 
The baffled clouds find rays of hopes 
Through the spasmodic flashes of lightning 


Events speed on my lost roads 
One after another, 
Smearing splotches of memoirs on my mindscape .... 


Hold me back for a ten minute stopover, 

At the Tambaram railway station 

Where I usually get down 

To catch another train to Maraimalai Nagar 


Pages of my diary frantically flutters 
My bewildered innocent days open out, 
And a stealthy desire calls me to dissolve in the dark 


Bishnu Charan Parida: He is a bilingual poet from Jajpur Road 
of Odisha. Professionally an engineer though, he loves poetry. His poems 
are mainly on life, love, philosophy and nature. His poems have been 
published in many anthologies and magazines of national and international 
repute. He has been awarded in the state level Kalinga Nagar book 
festival, Odisha in 2015, honored in the 11th Guntur International Poetry 
Festival, honored as a World Featured Poet 2019 of Pentasi-B, China. 
He has recently received the 8th R.N.Tagore awarded from X-press 
Publications, Kerala. 
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In a far off very far off country 

at the railway station 

the announcement 

suddenly came 

you were free to buy tickets for destination of your choice 
at the counter and on line 

but 

due to emergency and new rules 

only patriots can get in 

there is a lie detector machine in front of every compartment 
you have to clear to enter 

some went 

they were handcuffed taken to jail 

others fearing stood back refusing to go 

the train left empty 

only the driver his assistant 

the TTs and Guard 

who were patriots left. 

When last heard 


trains services in that country were suspended 
saying there was a fault in the lie detector machine 


Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now a 
freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part of the poetry 
circle which meets first Wednesday of every month. He writes poems 
to be subsequently brought out into a collection. 


MARSYAS 


How could we let him lose? Apollo’s spite 
Decided the result, such a contest 
Was never about music. The piping 
Still keeps me awake at night, I'l] divest 
With caution what made men hard tears’ wiping 
Marsyas could not win, we heard a dirge 
In his playing, the victor with poor grace 
Fulfilled the funeral, performed his purge 
For artistic ambition. All our race 
Was taught a lesson: unsheathed of his skin 
The musician carcass shone in the sun. 
Apollo’s sun at which we must not stare 
The wretch played better, that was his great sin 
(Such sent Arachne to a spider’s lair) 
And there are some who find this rather fun. 


Christopher Villiers: I am a poet residing in Braunton, England. 
I work as a writer. I have contributed to various anthologies and have 
also published three volumes of poetry. 
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AVATARS 


“There is no Truth; All is Fiction” 
Says the legend of the “hunter hunted” 
Caressing the quarry. 
Abominable act 
As all outrageous disasters that man makes. 
“The Holy is mundane” 

As Gurus and Priests 
Trying to mail to different cities and states 
Please passing a copy of themselves 
On to someone and perhaps Kids 
Of course from their seed’s 
Points of view. 

Q.: -How come a woodpecker 
Doesn’t bash its brains out? 

A.:- Nobody has ever explained that. 
Avatars: Exploded, expanded 
Conscientious, conscious 
Unconscious, and God saying, behold: 
“I have given you every herb bearing seed 
Which is upon the face of the Earth 
... Always agreeing with Me” 


Daniel de Culla: He is a writer, poet, and photographer. He is also 
a member of the Spanish Writers Association, Earthly Writers 
International Caucus, Director of the Gallo Tricolor Review, and 
Robespierre Review. He’s moving between North Hollywood, Madrid 


and Burgos, Spain. 


IF/IN #18 


the infant hides an arm 
in her pajamas 
to frighten her parents her parents 


never understand 
what it does for the infant 
to perform a magic trick like that 


to duck the normal moments 
for the first time the first time 
they fool authority 


Darren C. Demaree: | am a poet residing in Columbus, Ohio, 
United States. I work as librarian. I have contributed to various 
anthologies. I am the author of ten poetry collections, most recently 
“Lady, You Shot Me” (December, 2018) 
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THE LADIES 


You are so Special and so heart-warming, 

so kind, loving and graceful, each and every one of you. 

Nothing makes you happier than seeing those you love, happy. 
Dignity comes naturally to you like love is drawn to children. 

Your eyes are so compassionate and loving and your voice is so soft, 
like an exhilarating breeze on a beautiful day. 

From you emanates life and love and hope and so we look at you 
with awe and joy, 

and love, cherish and protect you as much as we can. 

God bless you all, 

the gentle women we know. 

How fortunate has the planet been since the All Mighty blessed us 
with you. 


Deena Padayachee: He is a South African Author and Poet, 
residing in Durban. He works as a primary care physician. His writing 
has been included in various international and South African anthologies 
including the Readers’ Digest’s BEST SOUTH AFRICAN SHORT 
STORIES. Three of his books have been published. The English 
academy of Southern Africa awarded the author the Olive Schreiner 
prize for prose; The Congress of South African Writers has awarded 
the doctor the Nadine Gordimer prize for prose. 


AN AUTUMN AFFAIR 


A fitful breeze from yonder 
swayed the quick tempered moon, 
her crescent ruddy suitor. 

He wanes and waxes with her 
indifferent pursuits. 

Wages of her incoherent love 
formed fleetingly fallible 

layers of smoking clouds, 

they promised 

an incessant rain tonight. 

Street light outside, 

was on a dog leash, 

arbitrarily chained to the mole 
on her lower back. 

A lone autumn tree rose up 
from its cauldron roots, 
shedding its last ochre foliage. 
Few warm blooded grass blades 
under her wanting sole, 

rushed up the blood 

to her cold freckled cheeks. 
Robust wind murmured a lullaby, 
wrapped up in a warm 
comforting blanket, 

she heard the nightjar’s call. 

An urban jigsaw assembled 

in a whole, 

and her wispy feverish suitor 
kissed her good night. 
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Deepti Sharma: She is a management graduate and a former 
entrepreneur. Right now, she is an Associate Editor of a woman’s 
magazine. A blogger, a poet and a mini-fiction writer, her works have 
been published in many e-journals and online magazines. She has won 
many poetry and fiction writing contests. Recently, her poem has been 
published in an anthology called ‘Emotionally Yours’. A mother of three, 
she resides in Punjab. 


MOMENTS AND A LIFETIME 


If you’d ask me how I was at twenty 

Not that I wish you ask 

Such naively deeds I didn’t, at that age too 
World still stands the same 

So do I 


If I were to describe myself some twenty years down the line 
Or maybe up 

I'd still be listening to music that feeds my soul 

As always, especially when i am in bed, beside you, on the other 
edge though 


The blues are always my favorites in all shades 

And pinks never look elderly or gender based to my mind 

And still if someone asks me which colour would I love to be in my grave 
I’d choose yellow, yes I have loved yellow all my life 


I'd still take my guitar any place and choose not to play 

You always found it an extra baggage and you always will am sure 
And I'd still choose to keep it beside me on the seaside 

And tap my feet to the music of the waves 


You always say, grow up, putting your hands so helplessly to the skies 
And I find it funny and roll up my eyes 

I’ve always been like this you see, is all that ve got to say 

And listen honey, this is what forever I'll be 
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And twenty years back when we met and kissed in the shadow of 
my favourite Cassia tree 

To twenty years now when it still flowers delights to our ageing eyes 
And twenty years down, or maybe, less or more, I can’t say 

I'd still love it when you let me be yet hold my hand again. 


Deepti Singh: I am a Doctor in Community Medicine in State 
Government service and writing and music is my passion. I love to 
experiment and explore, and my favorites in this regard are nature and 
human behavior. 


IF MEMORIES COULD FLY 


If memories could fly like the butterflies 

And I could wander in the wonderland 
Among the wildlife 

I will catch the memories of joys and the glees 
Take a fistful and pour it all over you. 

All the pleasures and the delights, 

Will cascade down you like a waterfall 
Creating so many streams 

To enter your heart and your soul 

To wash all the pains and sorrows 

That you hold so close. 

If all the memories of jubilation and happiness 
Floating, flying in the wonderland 

Could turn into countless red roses 

I will take them all in my hand and pour all over you. 
The shower of red roses 

The gushing flow of red all over you 

Will clear your heart 

Of all the rancour and the venoms 

That you cling to sometimes. 

If only memories could fly 

And if I could wander in the wonderland. 


Dipankar Sarkar: Poetry is the only soulmate I have. I find solace 
in poetry when my heart bleeds. Poetry comes to me completely 
unannounced, without a notice. I wake up sometimes, out of an altered 
reality or out of a daydream, and voila, words just start flowing out of 
nowhere and completely inundate me, force me to live an experience 
of writing. In the other reality, I work as the Chief Content Officer of 
iDreamCareer.com, India’s largest career counselling organisation. 


GloMag - February 2020 


GONE 


Despite religious beliefs of the afterlife and whispered 

promises of a spiritual reunion with loved ones in a promised 
meeting place of souls forgiveness and everlasting love — 

Those of us left behind in this earthly existence battle with 

the aftermath of the sudden unexpected passing of a loved one 
removed from this life in an instant moment of passing through a 

veil from one existence to another and worst devastating realisation 

that no matter how we protest mourn and pine to just have their eyes 
focus on us for one more frozen moment — We have no control over 

the mystery of what awaits us on the other side of this fleeting life unless 
we understand the prophesies uttered shared and written about through 
the ages. Humanity pretends to be divided by culture beliefs and traditions 
but when it comes down to that moment when we are confronted by death — 
We respond in a way that affects most of us — A moment so profound 
initial mourning howl shakes us to our core of which we have no 
control over. 

This existence is not everlasting. Our relationships are not eternal... 
Are we not bound to at least wonder about that beautiful spiritual 
reunion with 

those who have gone before us? Do we not lose a part of ourselves 
when forced to 

witness the last breath of what we love best? Do we not hope to 
somehow embrace our 

loved ones even in another dimension? Do we not all individually 
want to cling to the 

hope of embracing each other in the afterlife? Is the beauty of this 
world really the end? 

Can we dare ask the inevitable question — Are they really gone? 


Don Beukes: He is a bilingual South African British writer and 
the author of ‘The Salamander Chronicles’ (Creative Talents Unleashed) 
and ‘Icarus Rising - Volume 1’ (Alien Buddha Press). His poetry has 
been anthologized in numerous collections and translated into Afrikaans, 
French, Farsi and Albanian. He was nominated for the Pushcart Poetry 
Prize in 2016 and the Best of the Net in 2017 for his trilogy ‘Esorfo 
Y golirt/Trilogy of Rose’. His debut South African publication is a unique 
anthology with three prominent South African poets. 
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BY LEAVING PARADISO 


Leaving Eden 

early in the 7th day, 

all of humankind 

witness the flaming sword 
slicing up the sky 

(Wasn't that just the sun? 
wondered 

skeptical descendants.) 
Bereft, banished humanity, 
audience to 

peremptory angels, 
unsmiling as sand, 
“Embrace 

without cease 

these splendid 

snakely gifts: 

Labor! 

Old Age! 

Loneliness! 

Ignorance! 

Pain!...” 

and in shame 

and in sorrow, 

the whole human race 
—believing Paradiso 
would recede 

from pure memory 

to mere hope— 
failed to perceive 


“Attainment! 
Maturity! 
Liberty! 
Knowledge! 
Quest!” 


Duane Vorhees: I am a poet pretender residing in Farmersville, 
Ohio, USA. I am retired from the University of Maryland’s overseas 


program. Hog Press recently published “The Many Loves of Duane 
Vorhees.” 
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TO HAVE LESS 


translated by Artur Komoter 


In the evening 
through the alleys 
seeps the music, 
Ces4ria Evora’s voice 


delights and calms. 


Joy is painted 
on the faces. 


Here everything is: 
- no problem, 
- no stress. 


Sunk in delight, 
nowhere do they see evil, 
they do not share time 


- itis theirs. 


Tangled problems 
become nothing. 


Here they understood 
that to have less 
means 

to be more. 


Eliza Segiet: Author’s poem ‘Questions’ won the title of the 
International Publication of the Year (2017) in Spillwords Press. Author’s 
poem ‘Sea of Mists’ won the title of the International Publication of the 
Year (2018) in Spillwords Press. Author’s works can be found in 
anthologies and literary magazines worldwide. 
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Old world charm 

You say 

There’s no harm trying 
I dive right in 


The benign smiles 

And hospitable kitchens 

Guests can drop in any time 

They will be served food 

Most often the meagre meal left for the lady of the house 
Or the one cooked with midnight oil 

By the lady of the house as the night blends into dawn 

It is not good manners to yawn 


There’s laughter too 

The jokes have a smell of the freedom that you give to the little lady 
To sit on a chair for a while 

Instead of the floor that she is supposed to wipe clean 


The door creaks 

A lady whimpers 

The house is filled with the melody of old world sounds 
And festering wounds 


It is just a matter of light 

The old world retains charm in its haziness 
The light is just right 

The new world is stark 

With the LEDs shining bright 


Gauri Dixit: A software professional from Pune (India), Gauri 
writes English poetry. Her poems have been featured in multiple Indian 
and international anthologies. She recently won the ‘Reuel International 
Prize for the Most Promising Poet - 2018’. Her first poetry book “In 
My skin, I Find freedom’ was recently released. She loves reading, 
photography and traveling. 
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UNLOVED TEARS 


A few drops of water, unloved unwanted 
Fell down from the eyes 

When the storm blew outside 

And hit all the doors inside me 


I look for the sun that shone on us 
When the wind was fragrant 
When our hearts leaped together 
In the sunshine of love 


Now the empty syllables in my eyes 
Raise a commotion in the cloudy sky 
While trying to discern the silence behind 
The sky begins to cry 


My silence travels afar and then gets eloquent to alleviate the pain 
While my fingers start writing alphabets of heart... 
Scribbling poetry of life on a blank paper... 


Gayatree G. Lahon: She is a poet and a teacher residing in Assam. 
Writing poems is her passion. Nature, love, beauty and complexities of 
life propel her to pen down her thoughts and emotions. Her poems have 
been published in newspapers, magazines and anthologies both in India 
and abroad. 


Did I walk over someone’s dreams? 
Dried up in waiting, 
Although well-meaning, 
Did I, in haste, crush them 
Blowing them away 
Trampling on them, 

Did I? Did I hurt someone? 
Ignorant as I am, 

Careless, insensitive, 

A fool with a crown... 

Did I? Didn’t I. 


Geeta Varma: I am a poet residing in Chennai. I work as a 
freelance writer and have contributed to various anthologies. I have 
also published a book of poems. 
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CLINK 


There sits a sleek goblet doused in surreal rainbow colours, 
Filled and refilled with sweet ageing wine from vines and bowers, 


Soaked in rancid words, sweetly sour from love too intense, 
Effervescence from many a conversation, bubbles popping making 
just no sense, 


The wine gets more scarlet with desire in the depths of silent cellars, 
Held together in a humid warmth of love breathing into solid pillars, 


Having seen many a storm, yet a vessel drifts on choppy seas, 
Two hearts bound tight and inseparable sail along the nautical breeze, 


Tossed around in alien winds watching the goblets that would never 
crash, 
As they drink to that knowing that love’s wine twirls in a heady splash, 


Clink go the goblets celebrating Valentine’s Day that meant nothing 
to them funnily, 
Except that they knew of these two hearts that would sing it from a 
song strangely, 


For they have seen so many different worlds together births ago, 
With other saints and martyrs who blessed them lives before, 


Her frail hands holding his not letting go of their commitment, 
As he tastes her agelessness from her ruby lips a connoisseur of 
love’s sentiment, 


Singing “Somewhere beyond the sea she’s there waiting for me”, in 
his head inebriated, 
As she smiles sprinkling stars in his eyes for true love is never outdated, 


A lighthouse beckons them its beacon throwing shafts of light, 
Here float two souls to a shore where their island waits dancing in 
their sight, 


This island may get washed away with time who knows! 
But a tide will get them back together for theirs is the kind of love 
that forever grows! 


Geethanjali Dilip: I am a poet, residing in a Salem, India. I work 
as a freelance French teacher. I have contributed to various anthologies. 
I have also published five collaborated poetry anthologies and a solo 
anthology. I am a proud recipient of the Reuel International Prize for 
Poetry 2017, and the winner of The Great Indian Poetry Contest with a 
Commendable mention in 2018. 


GloMag - February 2020 


I’M DEAD, MY POETRY LIVES 


I’m dead 

My poetry lives 

You may do as you please 

with my poems 

Be kind to them 

Don’t trample on them 

Don’t throw them away 

as obsolete 

Let not the papers fly in the wind 
and find home 

in a faraway pond 

to sink ink 

to the bottom 

Don’t take me for granted 

Think back to what I would have wanted 
done with my poems 

Share them with others 

Pass them from hand to hand 

so they can read too 

and wonder at my thoughts 

My profile pic is not my choice any more 
nor is my resume 

I remain the same year after year 
But let my poems 

bring forth a New Spring 

again and again. 


Glory Sasikala: She is a poet, writer, and publisher currently residing 
in Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She is also the editor and publisher of the 
online poetry and prose magazine, ‘GloMag,’ featuring writers from all 
over the world. She brings out two hard copy versions of the magazine 
every year. She is the administrator of the GloMag Group and Love 
Group on Facebook. Her novel “She Spoke In Tongues’ will be published 
in 2020. 
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LONESOME BLUES 


life stretched like a highway the road ahead 
miles and miles going nowhere 

life hung in enduring solitude 

around every bend, every incline 

the miles stretched for infinity 

and the years just flew by one by one 

I searched for heaven till hope became despair 
but the search went on and on 

and along the byways of life I wandered 

like an abandoned lost solitary child 


in the depth of my sorrows 

I heard a voice from afar 

have faith in love the voice seemed to say 

and has if from a dream I caught a glimpse of her 

she smiled a gentle smile more beautiful than the night 
like a thousand trillion stars she lit up the evening skies 


she turned and looked my way 

and said a sweet hello 

she lit up the world and brought back the smile 
I found my heavenly paradise 

I could lay my soul bare before her 

and pay homage at her feet 

somehow i knew i had found 

my seventh heaven in her 


Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and writing 
poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his poetry at various 
forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ 
Association, and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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FLOWER VASE 


An infirmary of flowers of the unknown field 
is now in a broken Italian vase. 
Resonating history, dream and desire, 


Red rose, white lily and sunflower are 
Soaking in loneliness, 


Wind carry the fragrance in the quiet hours, 
Amma’s eyes look blank, perhaps 
Soften in the algae covered memory, 


Behind the skylight, 
The colour of the twilight is spreading, 


Lonely, then fulfilling, then profoundly sad 
Too weak to move or breath, 
Back pain with damaged spinal cord, 


With pin and surgery scars, 
Losing the spirit that brings instant calm to the soul, 


Sitting still, her pastel eyes watching 
The beauty of the setting sunrays, 


Shining on the sway of the flowers in the vase 
Tucked in the corner, 
Unfurrowed by human footprints. 


Gopal Lahiri: I am a bilingual poet, writer, critic and translator 
residing in Kolkata. I have contributed to various anthologies and have 
also published nine volumes of poetry in English and seven volumes in 
Bengali. In addition, I have also jointly edited one anthology of poems in 
English and also have one translation work of short stories of Israel, 
translated by me from English to Bengali. 
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CAGED BIRD 


Original : Assamese : Guna Moran 
Translation : Bibekananda Choudhury 


There is wish to fly 
But no permission 
The soaring bird 
Locked up 

In the cage of love 


One needs special permission 
To smile at other’s happiness 
To weep at other’s sorrow 
Else 

Gets singed in the fire of envy 


Fisherman dams up a flowing river 
Rivers stop for a while 

Captivated by the catch of fish 
Fisherman turns oblivious 

Of the force of current of river 


The river flows along 
Tearing through the dam 


Guna Moran: He is an Assamese poet and critic. His poems are 
being translated into Italian and France language and have been published 
in various national and international magazines, journals, websites, 
newspapers such as The Tuck magazine, Spillword, The Merak 
magazine, The Setu magazine, Story Mirror, The Poem Hunter, The 
Sentinal, The Hills Times, Best Poetry and so on. 


PASSION 


Passion, an important factor 
In one’s life, for achieving 
Goals, for success. 


Passion, in a positive 
connotation, gives immense 
Satisfaction, fulfillment. 


Passion, kindled from within- 
Internal drive—becomes 
Most effective. 


Intensity may vary, 
Person to person, 
Time to time, but 
Passion is essential. 


Find your true passion- 
To pursue, true calling. 


For heightened performance 
And high impact, in 
Whatever you do- 

Passion is critical. 


When you are down, 
Passion boosts energy, 
Catalyses, propels you forward. 
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Jagadish Prasad: I am writer residing in Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. 
Iam an HR and Media consultant/Resource Person and also a partner 
in an HR/Talent Resources consultancy company. I have contributed 
poems to the annual magazine of Chennai poets circle, Chennai. I have 
also contributed prose and poetry to the in-house magazine of IOB 
(Iobian). 


STONE 


I’m your blue-stone 
turquoise woman- 


green-blue 
sky-blue... 


The turquoise woman 
you wore in your 
silver ring... 


The turquoise woman 
of decadent springs 


who to you clings 
as the bird’s claw 
clutches the sky 


as ripeness fills all berries 


as the sun in the west 
does lie... 


With your every breath 
you hear me sigh... 


I’m your turquoise woman 

to cherish 

when the fermented rice wine 
makes me cry 
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Jagari Mukherjee: I am a poet residing in Kolkata, India. I work 
as a lecturer in English Literature. I have contributed to various 
anthologies. I have also published two collections of poetry. I was 
awarded the Reuel International Prize for Poetry in 2019. 


DELHI METRO 


Jam-packed in all the ways 

During the peak hours 

We reach our destination 

There are stations 

In between 

Which sometimes chock us 

Which sometimes give relief 

All the strangers 

Together in a bogie 

Travelling together 

Some leave early 

Some have a long way to go 

But each person has its own destiny defined 
Already 

Does it sound like a metro? 

Or does it sound like life instead? 

Well, well 

It’s something which you perceive 

Life is a journey, it could be a metro one 
The need is 

To be strong and continuous like a metro 
Carrying its workload every day 
Without any misery 

Without any fatigue 

But with a lot of Happiness 

And a gleeful breeze!!!! 


Jayant Singhal: I am a writer residing in Delhi, India. I am an 
Economics student. I have contributed to various anthologies. I am 
currently holding the position of Joint Secretary of my department. 
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TIME 


how we wish we could change it 

as different roads approached us 

we wish we could have taken it 
changing our pasts 

to alter our futures 

changing our ways 

wishing we could have done it sooner 
finding a cure for our madness 

before it began 

finding our one true love 

before chaos reached out its hands 
having kids with someone other than we did 
making different friends 

that always like to see us win 

if we only had a time machine 

how many of you would change things? 


Jeffrey Oliver: I am a poet/lyricist, currently living in upstate New 


York. I have been writing for 20 years, I write my heart, soul and 


emotions and will never give up on this crazy dream of mine. I have 


been told that I have a captivating style when my work is registered in 


the minds of many. I am also a family man, I have a wonderful wife, 


who is my inspiration, as well as 7 beautiful children. Welcome to my 


mind. 


A FIERY DISPLAY OF LOVE 


Loving you like I love fireworks. 
Always unexpected feelings - 
Beauty takes my mind away 
Taking me far away 

staring at the skies. 

Trying to pull 

away from 

loving 

you 


Jennifer Carr: I am a poet residing in Santa Fe, New Mexico in 
the United States. I work as an EMT. I have contributed to various 
anthologies. Besides poetry, I have also contributed fiction and non- 
fiction to various anthologies. 
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I SEE YOU IN BRIGHT COLORS 


Eating red ripe watermelon 
while searching verdant trees 
for bluebirds flitting pass us. 


Remembering how fields 
of brilliant wildflowers 
beguiled us as we inhaled 
fresh mowed grasses. 


You would smile fingering 
purple passion leaves. 


Your favorite hour when 
wide awake you listened 

to the sounds of dawn 
calling all colors out to play. 


We shared the calligraphy of 
oceans watching orange sunsets 
splash through waves. 


No one else has ever evoked 
such a shining palate as you. 


Joan McNerney: I am a poet, residing in Ravena, New York and 
am retired. I’ve contributed to over two hundred print anthologies both 
nationally and internationally. Additionally, I’ve been fortunate enough 
to publish three electronic books and five print books. My latest poetry 
collection is The Muse in Miniature available on Amazon.com 


THE MISSING ROAD 


Every morn is deceptively prim 

until I stroll out to inhale a whiff 

of tainted air. And am transported to 

the days when it had a caressing fragrance. 


I would roll a tyre with a stick on the 

road, a pet pastime of yore, down 

a kilometer through honeycombed, sparse 
bungalows without a care or looking over; 
Now I am now darting eyes on either side 
to cross a well paved road, nerves in a jingle 
to the hoot of wild cars, autos and bikes. 


Be it the highway or labyrinth of lanes 

eyes now swarm over a bevy of match box 
homes where minds are in a huddle. 

I never look in, know what they are. 


I fly back to the evenings when I and 

my cousin ambled across a quiet highway 
rambling amid rare noise of scooting buses. 
Years later it had disappeared! 


K. S. Subramanian: I am a poet and short story writer living in 
Chennai. I have published two volumes of verse through Writers 
Workshop, Kolkata. [have nine published short stories and also poems 
in several anthologies. “Dreams” got the Asian Age prize. 
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REDDISH EVENTIDE 


As the sky turns from a light gray to pink 
streetlamps now hang albeit a fallow pale 
Bluebirds gather upon the wires and poles 
the morning sun makes feathers feel warm 
coot and cormorant soar down the beach 
white terns hastily skim along wave crests 
large fishing boats race to leave the harbor 
the wakes slap against the granite seawalls 
couples now stroll barefoot on wet sands 
clouds tinted with red-orange glow float by 
sound of cars build as the town awakens 
sipping hot coffee, breakfast is now calling. 


Ken Allan Dronsfield: I am a prize winning poet and was born in 
New Hampshire, but now reside in Oklahoma, USA. I am disabled and 
write poetry and short stories full time. I have contributed to and have 
been the co-editor for many anthologies. I have three poetry collections 
and am working on a fourth. 


ASK WHY 


Always ask ourselves why 
Before we agree to it 
Always ask ourselves how 
Before we agree it works 


Because it’s only by asking questions 

We would find answers 

Skepticism, not faith, is the way to progress 
It’s by asking why 

It’s by asking how that we change 
Because the change we want 

Should start from us, only us 


Mirza Ghalib said the believer holds me back 
The sceptic takes me forward 

I must leave faith behind 

To embrace logic reason and science 


When the winds of change blows 

It touches everything in its path 
When it picks up the fragrance 

Of a thousand flowers 

It spreads it 

Not keeping the sweet smell to itself 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a former 
Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and lives in Chennai 
with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer, who believes in “simple 
living, simple thinking’, welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, 
long walk, the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet and avoiding 
complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, sentimentalism, sexism, 
god, rituals, religion and superstitions. 


FINALLY I WAS DEFEATED 


Now [ hear the bells 
You are about to fly 
awaiting at the horizon 
a world unknown... 


Now I realize 

I was defeated 

Not by the strange hands 
Not by the words of care. 


I was defeated.. 

By your silence 
memories of moments 
we shared together , 
the love your eyes hid, 


I was defeated again 
by the deep wounds 
you gave me to bear.. 
I was defeated dear... 


Leena Pradeep: I am working as a teacher in a Government school 
in Thrissur district, Kerala. Teaching and writing poetry, | believe, keep 
me alive. My poetry is the reflection of my inner self. 
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I AM 


Iam 

A sinner saved by grace 
Created by God 

I did not fall out of space 
Iam 

Leroy 

A grown man 

Not a boy 

Iam 

A father of three 
Ecnasis, Keanu 

And Letrice, my baby 
Iam 

The husband of Eileen 

I met her 

When she was fourteen 
Iam 

The son of Bernadette 

I have a father 

But don’t know if he is alive or death 
Iam 

A friend and a brother 

I will worship God Almighty 
And none other 

Iam 

Blessed not cursed 

For more of You Lord 

Is what I thirst 

Iam 


Leroy not Sam 
I am who God says 
Tam 


Leroy Abrahams: Leroy is a poet who lives in South Africa, Port 
Elizabeth, Helenvale. He is currently working for the church, Victory 
Ministries International, and also volunteers and enjoys hospital visits 
because there he prays for the sick and encourages them. Most of his 
poems are autobiographical and serve as a warning to the young and 
Christians who are facing tough times. Verse en Inspirasie is his first 
anthology. 
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HAVING FOUND THE RED THREAD 


Such simple plans, for we two, 

Our best times on sandy beaches or kitchen’s cozy embrace, 
Blanketing like woolen shawls. 

We’ ll stay warm in front of fish tank’s gleaming lights, 
Against the chilliest nights, at days retreat. 

We hold so few regrets. 

Have perfect symmetry within this closed set. 


Linda Imbler: She has five published poetry collections and one 
hybrid ebook of short fiction and poetry. She is a Kansas-based Pushcart 
Prize and Best of the Net Nominee. More information can be found at 
lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com. 


EVERY DAY IS MY DAY 


The day I painted my portrait in the blank canvas 
Probably that was my day 

The day, when my reflection said 

Enough of obsession 

You blink like spring from the cluster of cloud’s swing 
Probably that was my day 

The day, when I was allowed to roam free 

Of course with some margins 

My evaluation whispered, it’s your day 

The day, I counted my days from the yearly calendar 
And found me still in one position standing sound 
I screamed loud 

When I will hear jingle of my day 

The day, 

when I can say 

Treat me not as a bundle of aspiration 

Fondle me not with false palpitation 

Adore me not like goddess of devotion 

Accept me as a sweet lovable person 

My dream is 

To hop in spring 

To laugh and dance with wings 

Appreciate my toil, 

Encourage me even if I am in foil 

I assure, I can stand firm during storm 

Saying, every day is my day... 
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Lopamudra Mishra: She is a native of Puri, now residing in 
Bhubaneswar, Orissa. Writing for her is the powerful medium of 
expression. Her poems have been published in many magazines and 
anthologies. She is also the author of four published books: ‘Rhyme Of 
Rain’; ‘First Rain’; “Tingling Parables’; and ‘Rivulet Of Emotions’. 


I look into your eyes 

I can see the pristinity of your soul 

Having no idea what lies inside your heart? 
Still, I can feel the thumping that’s intense 

The pain that’s deep seated 

The depth from which you had to climb out, 

To gain strength and faith in self 

Need positive attitude and a never-say-die spirit 


Be firm and don’t lose heart 

Don’t hide yourself from all the love and light 

The shadow that trails will be left behind 

Embrace whatever comes your way 

Your destiny is paving your path with illuminating rays 
The fire in your soul will make you shine 

The determination will surely make you reign 

Just be on your toes and rock on 

Winner you will be, it’s just a matter of time 


Madhu Jaiswal: She is a poet, writer, editor and a social worker 
based in Kolkata, India. She has got published in various national and 
international anthologies and is regularly featured in popular literary 
magazines and e-zines. As an executive editor of The Impish Lass 
Publishing House Mumbai, she has 5 anthologies to her credit. She can 
be contacted at madhuj2203 @ gmail.com. 
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I HEAR YOU SPEAK 


i hear you speak 

speak a lot 

lot like the rain drops unseasonal 
unseasonal like the clouds 
clouds that pour 

pour down on the dry autumn leaves 
leaves that wake up and smile 
smile and talk 

talk without speaking 

speaking those words 

words understood by me 

me and you 

you who knows 

knows all that my heart speaks 
speaks to you and questions 
questions you for not questioning 
questioning my discomfort 
discomfort and uneasiness 
uneasiness when you are around 
around yet unconcerned 
unconcerned about me 

me and my heart 

heart full of love 

love for you 

you who is my life 

life that is so full of questions 
questions unanswered 
unanswered and lost 


lost like my love 

love that still hears you speak 
speak such a lot 

lot like the rain drops unseasonal 


Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, lifeskills counsellor, 
healer, she is also a social commentator and works with women and 
children. She is the author of “The Night Jasmine And Other Love 
Poems’. She is the winner of Icon Of The Year-Lifeskills Counsellor 
2015-2016, Creative Writer Of The Year 2016, and Indian Women 
Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 
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MY HEART 


My heart has known love 

It throbs 

It pulsates 

My heart has known pain 

It cries 

It sobs 

My heart has known healing 
It sighs 

It resigns 

My heart has known resilience 
It beats 

It pumps 

My heart has known hope 
It dreams 

It paints 

My heart has known friendship 
It’s joyous 

It flies 

My heart has known life 

It’s colours like wine 

Drunk of its tastes 

Like the lees from the cup. 


Madhu Sriwastav: She is an Assistant Professor in English based 
in Kolkata. She is a poet, translator, critic who has written in various 
national and international ezines and anthologies such as Setu, GloMag, 
OPA, The Vase, Shradhanjali, etc 


THE TRIP 


Cusp your hands around mine as I am trying to protect this precious 
moment from blowing away by the wind. 


Time is too unfair with me when you are here finally. 
What is the word for seconds that travel past faster than fleeting? 
And this place? 


This place is too public for our private memories. Tomorrow others 
will come and make memories over here. It feels like travelling in a 
state run bus service. 


What can give this moment a permanence that is special to us? 


This evening, this orange haze in the sky, the unsettled air standing 
still between you and me, and ofcourse our unfinished conversa- 
tions. All of these were fragments of our childhood dream of 
bathing in the fading warmth of a setting sun after surviving some 
unavoidable battles of life. I wish I could lock all of my hanging 
emotions in a pendant and tie it around your neck. You need a 
reminder like that because you belong more to the world and less to me. 


You know, your tea is out of the world. I still feel the taste of the 
tea you got me when I touch the roof of my mouth with my tongue. 
What did you add in it this time? A happy pill? 


You should make tea more often! It makes me feel like I lived a 
thousand lives in a second. 


Something right now is causing me to trip over everything I see, 
hear and feel. Is it the tea or you or the evening hue? 
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Mahitha Kasireddi: She is a writer from Hyderabad, India. She 
had been a writer with online magazine Youth Ki Awaaz. She is a former 
content director at Campus Diaries. Her poems have been published in 
literary journals. She is the writing finalist of the Campus Diaries 25 
Under 25 2016 National Contest. Her poems are also to be published in 
an anthology by Authorspress India called “Women Poetess: Within 
and Beyond Shore.’ 


WHAT IF - 


All that is left of life is death, 

linear, stubborn, inevitable. 

Dreams spinning out of tree tops 
You, me, us, traipsing across the atlas 
the blue and green of the earth, 

now a pot in black. 


What if there is a smell of the wet earth 

young ,naive, fresh? 

dreams of the felled trees climbing back to all their old glory, 
the grey smoke emitted, whirring back to the chimneys, 

fresh footprints of dodos along the shores of Madagascar, 

what if the body of Alan Kurdi had never been washed ashore? 


What if someday, dead tuskers become abandoned memories, 
maps dissolve all lines of boundaries, 

time pauses to retrieve the planet from 

its birth ~ a spinning newborn, 

all blue, all green, 

unsullied, 

and one. 


Mallika Bhaumik: I am a poet and short story writer residing in 
Kolkata. I work as an event planner. I have contributed to various 
anthologies and e-mags. I have published two poetry books so far. 
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ETERNAL 


Do not miss me when I will be gone. 

For I will be raining over the contours you will be kissing next. 
Dancing in the hair of the children 

you will beget. 

Sprouting as wheat over a playful bosom, 

I will be the bread in the basket of 

each morning. 


The firmness of ground under your feet. 
The buoyancy of rivers your lips shall kiss. 
The life in the stillness of a stone, 

I will also kneel down in prayers with you. 


Do not miss me for I will be the 

melange of noon hung around your lips 

from where I shall drop as a desire each evening into the earth’s 
crevices. 


Manisha Manhas: She is a rebel. She is an English teacher with 
Punjab education department and moonlights as a poet. Her poems 
mostly revolve around the theme of “partition and migration” of 1947. 
Her poems have previously been published in various journals. For her, 
poetry is her life-force quite similar to blood flowing in her veins. 


THE GANGSTER IN ME! 


Banging against the ribs, with a revolting urge, 
Echoing is the heartbeat, as the temper surge! 
Fiery leashed lava, is just on the verge, 

Once out she’ll wreck and purge! 


Held back she cusses and curse, 

While in line lips are pursed! 

Folded arms, shackled feet, 

Somewhere within a sword is unsheathed! 


Stormy night tidal waves, 

She takes charge of shaft and sail! 
Victory was sure, 

Ship was driven ashore! 


Twisted smile or is it a smirk, 

Focused gaze or eagles lurk, 

Dwindling scales of right and wrong, 
Good and bad have been debated for long! 


Calm land has molten within, 
People don’t know what’s under the skin! 


Perceived humble and meek, 
Unaware of a gangster in me! 


Mansi Sharma: She is a passionate writer, who sowed seeds and 
watered the plants of writing while basking in the warmth of motherhood! 
A former Officer in a Govt. Organization with a degree in Management 
and a literary heart, is now taking baby steps just like her baby, towards 


writing! 
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FAR OFF RUMBLES 


I hear the far off rumbles, 

Words half-formed, feelings yet unborn 
What keeps me glued clueless but taut, 
Is the unmistakable aroma of your soul. 


Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 
multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of formats — whose 
life was full of oxymoronic shades, a polymath who went from being a 
specialist to a generalist to a versatilist. Mentoring by being a catalyst 
enthralled him, he wrote on serendipity and intuition, conducted 
workshops on a range of subjects and topics. He was a very friendly 
Santa Claus. 


JUST KEEP HOLDING ME TIGHT 


Iam impatient 

and little insecure. 

Iam mad at times, 

just keep holding me tight. 


Only light can drive out darkness. 

Only you can bury my sadness. 

Only you know how to make me smile, 
just keep holding me tight. 


Don’t ask me what is wrong, 
just care to hold on, 

not a blink in my eye, 

just keep holding me tight. 


You are the most precious, 

the pearl that shines the brightest in dark, 
the intimacy of speaking with your eyes, 
just keep holding me tight. 


No matter what happens, 
how far we physically are, 
never ever say goodbye, 
just keep holding me tight. 


Mehak Gupta Grover: I am a writer residing in Chandigarh, India. 
I have contributed to various anthologies. I have also published three 
books- The Humane Quest (volume I, 2 & 3). [have also been honoured 
with few awards for my writing. 
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MY UNIQUE VALENTINE 


Your stares sets me afire 

Your hugs and strong embrace 

Makes me feel how much you care 

Your humble attitudes your gestures 
Makes me drown in your sweet love 
You’re my valentine forever my love 

Your comforting words make my day 

I feel our love grow with every other day 
I’m elated to be with you this lifetime 
With your presence I feel so special 

I can’t exist without you in my life my love 
Love you for ever my darling my handsome 
Cupid’s bow has not missed my valentine 
The most unique valentine among a million 


Merlyn Alexander: I’m a poet residing in Nagercoil, India. ’ma 
homemaker. I have contributed to many anthologies. I have published 
six books on Haiku Poetry—3 in English and 3 in Tamil. My maiden 
book on English poems has been published recently. 


RAIN 


In the rain, 

this thunder 

on his way home 

he rebelled. 

He a disco dancer, 

single Friday night award winner 
on the floor. High school dropout. 
He drove off the road edge. 

He was drunk, Jack Daniel’s 
was his driving instructor. 

Jack Daniel bottle left at grave. 
It never rains in a dry casket. 
Shelter under this roof, 

no worries about cops- 

anymore. 


Michael Lee Johnson: He is a Canadian and USA citizen. Today 
he is a poet, editor, publisher, freelance writer, amateur photographer, 
small business owner in Itasca, Illinois. He has been published in various 
anthologies. He is the author of two books, and several chapbooks. He 
also has over 134 poetry videos on YouTube as of 2015: He was 
nominated for 2 Pushcart Prize awards for poetry 2015 & Best of the 
Net 2016. 
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GEM SHOW 


Tanzanite. Dinosaurs dancing as emojis try to talk. 
Charity popcorn in five flavors. Autism speaking 
as several cancers spread. 


Aquamarine. I care about cancer more now that we are in love, 
but I still don’t fear my death. 


Amber. Fly with me. Be still with me. Get stuck 
in me. 


Diamond. Shine just for me. Dance only for me, Talk to me. 


Jade. Be old with me. 


Michael A. Griffith: He lives in Hillsborough, NJ and teaches at 
Raritan Valley Community College. He is the author of three chapbooks 
of poetry, Bloodline, Exposed, and New Paths to Eden (forthcoming). 
Recent works appear in Ariel Chart, Miletus Literature Review, Scarlet 
Leaf Review, and The Lake. Mike is the Poetry Editor, USA and Canada, 
for The Blue Nib. 


https://twitter.com/AuthorMGriffith 


https://michaelgriffithwordpress. wordpress.com 


Gp 


THE BOOK THAT YOU GAVE ME 


Remember that book of poetry you gave me once? 

It had now grown different, in all those years, 

Last summer, 

When I opened it, 

Found how there jasmine and mango blossoms trembled 
Last autumn 

It had all those shiuli and kash flowers, 

Last winter 

It grew oranges, 


It had become a fertile land I think, 

Where birds and bees and butterflies come, 
Where rivers run their course 

And streams murmur softest music, 

Where fields of corns turn golden from green 


Following seasons that arrive there with their own magnificence, 


Remember the book of poems you gave me once? 
It had become my country I think. 


Moinak Dutta: I am a poet and novelist, residing at Kolkata. I 


work as a teacher. I have contributed to various national and international 


anthologies. I have got two published fictions to my credit. My third 


fiction will be published soon. I have worked as editor of several 


anthologies. 
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“FREEDOM COMES WITH A 
PRICE...!” 


Like an abstruse ocean 
letting a ship course calmly past, 
with a storm deep inside... 


Like the deep forests 
hushed yet wild, 
giving while staying grim.. 


Like the sun burning inexorably, 
yet bestowing unscathed warmth 
and a sanguine light.. 


Like a butterfly fluttering away 
free and unworried, 
after coming out from wraps of wait.. 


Like the ease of expressing 
a concealed lie and relenting 
the pile off the shoulders.. 


Freedom is an onerous Truth. 
It comes with a price. 
A price of sacrifice. 


Monika Ajay Kaul: I’m a multilingual poet and short-story writer, 
residing in Delhi, India. ’m an educationist by profession, currently 
serving as a guest-faculty. I’ ve contributed in various poetry and short- 
story anthologies. I’m enjoying my aesthetics journey by painting, writing 
and singing. 


WHY DID GOD MAKE ME A GIRL? 


I lurk in the Shadows of 

An Ever lively household 

My attention is caught by 

My ‘glamorous’ wedding talks 
And I think disappointedly 
Why did God make me a girl? 


I hid in the bed sheets 

With a book in my hand 

Grateful to be one of the privileged 
Then I think about the rest of my kind 
And then I wonder painfully 

Why did God make me a girl? 


My long hair unfurls and Rolls 
Over my shoulders and to my back 
What makes me different 


From a Boys personality and physique 
And then I sway mysteriously 
Why did God make me a girl? 


Maybe my hands are only meant 

to wash dirty dishes and cook food 
Maybe they will never get to hold 
The paradise of “self-earned money’ 
And then I panic hurriedly 

Why did God make me a girl? 
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Tears drop from my eyes 

My throat coarse and dry 

maybe I wasn’t born to see 

The joy of my success 

I like down with a taste of failure 
Why did God make me a girl? 


Nakshata Agarwal: She is a budding writer studying in class 10. 
Her hobbies are singing and cooking. 


Pieces of peace make war, 
War equals the pieces of peace, 
Peace is piercing war 

War is piercing peace. 


We want our peace 
They want our pieces, 
We need no war 
Though we are at war, 
Yet they war at us on us. 


This peace they war 
And this war they pieces 
Pierce our privacy. 


Tell them to make peace 
Tell them to keep peace, 
Tell them not to disturb our peace. 


Their peace is war 
And their war is pieces, 
Both are piercing. 


#WORLD DAY OF PEACE?? 


Ngozi Olivia Osuoha: I am a poet/writer/thinker residing in 
Nigeria. I currently enjoy my work as a writer; I have contributed to 
over forty international anthologies. I have also published three poetry 
books and co-authored one, and published over two hundred and fifty 
poems/articles in over twenty countries. Some of my pieces have been 
translated and published in different languages too. 
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WINTER 


It was not 

Another regular winter. 

For the first time, 

We had a sudden guest 

Who arrived without notice! 

The moth sat on the window-pane 
For a few hours 

Then settled on top of a photograph. 
His complexion seamlessly 
Merging with the image, 

An extension of the same. 

Ma noticed him; wondered 

What he was up to? 


In a few days, he lay still 
On the ground! 

Her face betrayed 
Anguish. 


Could she read 
The premonition? 
That it was her last winter too. 


Nilanjana Dey: A story-teller at heart, Nilanjana Dey likes to 


experiment with fiction and poetry. An alumnus of English Literature 


from Jadavpur University (Kolkata), she is a marketing and 


communication professional based in Mumbai. She also volunteers with 


a Mumbai-based NGO working with the marginalized sections of the 


society. 


SCULPTRESS! 


Rooted, 

In thousand years of fervid protestation, 

a soul begs freedom to breath liberty and life, 
sculpted an epoch of withered hopes, 

the engraving of verses, 

that talks of solitary confinement! 


The jeremiad had been written! 
enduring all fooleries; I was drying, 
A thick patina of grudges, 

draped around thoughts for ages, 
And then the idiocy of decimator! 

I was decaying; succumb to despair. 


Amidst plethora of hate, 
going on sculpting a desire; 
I wander like a wounded quill, 


Will you water my drying root, 
like a promise; like a shelter, 
well! you own an acquittal always in favour. 


Harbour little love and let me grow, 
Sculpting all goodness of love, 

there I will chose to be evergreen, 

ripen with dreams of creation, 

let my existence roots in your hand, 
joined palm that full of care of my artisan. 
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Nitusmita Saikia: By profession, an instructor in National Cadet 
Core, India, she is a keen worshiper of literature. She is working presently 
in Jorhat, Assam, India. She writes in both English and her own regional 
language, Assamese. She is an active contributor to various online poetry 
groups and blogs. With these, her poems have been published in various 
National and International poetry anthologies. 


TAKE PLEASURE IN THE SIMPLE 
JOYS OF LIFE, AND BIG ONES WILL 
SOON FOLLOW 


Enjoy the sounds of children playing in the park 
The rasp of a dog’s happy bark 
Savor the taste of a succulent, juicy mango 
The love of the couple dancing the tango 
Appreciate the view of blue waves under a sunny sky 
And the feel of the wind on your face as you drive by 
Enjoy the feel of raindrops on your face 
The sight of flowers blooming in a verdant, green space 
Savor the aroma of a freshly brewed cup of tea 
The joy of dancing wild and free 
Appreciate the colours of a rainbow 
And the pleasure of playing in virgin snow 
Enjoy the feel of grass under your feet 


The rhythm of the woodpecker’s beat 
Savor the tang of freshly squeezed orange juice 

The enticing scent of a candle of pine and spruce 
Appreciate the sight of a spectacular sunset 


And the happiness that living every moment of life you get. 


Nivedita Karthik: She is a poet residing in Gurgaon, India, and 
working in the publishing industry. She is an accomplished 
Bharatanatyam dancer and enjoys writing poems and stories. Her work 
has been published in Glomag and the Society of Classical Poets. 
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AHALYA OR THE FLAWLESS ONE 


Ahalya, the beautiful young wife 

Of a wise sage, was lured into 
Consorting with a devious demi god. 
Her enraged husband, cursed her 
into becoming a stone. 


Ahalya wept and pleaded her innocence 

As the culprit had adopted her husband’s form 

In committing the ultimate sin. Moved by her tears 
the sage predicted that a holy man’s touch 

would bring her back to life 


Ahalya, what irony! Deceived by one man, 
cursed by another, and to be 

redeemed by yet another? 

The tragedy of a lone and fruitless fight 
against the whims of gods and humans. 


Ahalya will emerge again stronger, 

She will demand admiration and be no man’s toy 

She will shape herself, intuitive, commanding respect 
And above all, free of remorse! 

Ahalya’s aspirations will be unshakeable, 


She will be the architect of her own cosmos. 
Ahalya will need no labels, no man’s 

imprint on her to give her an identity, 

no holy man’s touch to redeem her 

She is Ahalya, the flawless one. 


Padmini Rambhatla: J am a poet, teacher and homemaker residing 
in Chennai, India. I work as a high school English teacher. I have 
contributed to Glomag and my children’s school magazine. I have not 
published anything so far but in the near future, I will. One of my recent 
and best accomplishments has been to develop a calmer and stronger 
attitude towards challenges. 
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You are a broken piece of me 
I lost many lifetimes ago, 

And I of you... 

Through all the animated 
Talking, playing, frantic prying 
For attention and care 

We seek our lost pieces 
Aching to feel complete again. 


And, 

Study this galaxy of an illusion if we may, 
Aren’t we fooling ourselves 

For we are love and joy incarnate, 
Already enough for ourselves 

Yet, 

I seek you, you seek me, 

I think I love you and you me 

I need you for that dollop of joy 

Ah, and you need me.. 


Because, 

You are a broken piece of me 
I lost many lifetimes ago, 

And I of you... 

Through all the animated 
Talking, playing, frantic prying 
For attention and care 

We seek our lost pieces 
Aching to feel complete again. 


Panjami Anand: I am an occult practitioner by profession. 
Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting secret battles and 
we are not the only ones in pain. I love to observe human relationships 
and nothing inspires my writing more. Thus, the dominating theme of all 
my writings are conflicts and triumphs of the same. 
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TENETS OF LOVE 


The greens in my mind 

go ablaze when it rains 

on the sprouts of love 

neither ravages nor shatters manifest. 

Sensations lying magnetized 

our impinging thoughts build castles in the air 

we compete with each other to make the other win 
the one loses wins at the end, we know. 

All esoteric tenets of love 

its power imponderable. 


Your whispers of endearments 

exhilarate my dreams, 

assuage cluttered sentiments 

like darkness wallowing fades away. 
Once power is switched on, 

shards of pains evaporate like heated camphor, 
lighten past blemishes, eat up pallor 

with the retribution of an unyielding rival, 
sunken passions germinate in galore, 
nurture my souls’ cravings 

dormant in secret caves, unfathomable, 
bring new verve, new hopes, 

lift us both to the peak of ecstasy’s tower 
ooze life from each cleft of our beings. 


Pankajam Kottarath: She is a bilingual poet and novelist residing 
in Chennai India, retired from BHEL as Dy Manager/Finance. She has 
contributed poems, articles and book reviews to various anthologies 
and journals. She has published so far 3 novels and 11 poetry anthologies 
in English and has won many awards for poems and short stories 
including the Rock Pebbles National Literary Award 2019 and Cochin 
Litfest Poetry Prize 2019. 
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BOUNTEOUS EARTH 


Terra firma 

Spreading across nations 
Without borders 

You split me into continents 
Then nations and states 

I am large expanse of land 
Sometimes soaking in water 
Sometimes basking in the Sun 
I know no race, colour, gender 
I encompass every one 

You my child is on my lap 

I let trees grow 

Offer you oranges and coco 
Ivy, hazelnuts, cherry 
Everything in plenty 

Still [don’t know 

Why some of my children starve 
Some waste food 


I did not create poverty 
Iam plenty bounteous Earth. 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three published 
volumes of Poetry: Norwich Musings (2003); Fire courts Water 2009; 
and Neem Gita 2011. He is a playwright with twelve plays published 
and performed. He is an Autism Advocate and Pioneer in the file of 
Drama for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 


THE EYE PATCH 


She asks me the price of luxury 
Christmas yoghurts. 
I tell her and she agrees to buy. 


Taking her money 
I wish her a grand day 
and hope that her eye gets better. 


It won't I’m dying she replies. 
Pardon! I say not quite sure 
whether I hear correctly. 


I'm dying 

And shows me a growth 
on her neck, Cancer 
she says and leaves. 


Paul Brookes: I am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. I 
work as shop assistant. I have contributed to various anthologies. I 
have also published five poetry books. Forthcoming is another poetry 
collection called Ghost Holiday (Alien Buddha Press, 2018). My book 
‘Please Take Change’ was published by Cyberwit recently. 
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A CHILD’S DREAM 


Here I sit on the step by the lane 
And I wonder if I'll ever be 

Where my dreams take me to 

When asleep in my bed 

And my mind is allowed to roam free 


And here I sit on the step by the lane 
And I look across to the bay 

Where old sailing ships 

With their cargoes aboard 

Are bound for lands far away 


And here I sit on the step by the lane 
And I close my eyes once more 

And I try to dream 

Of where I could be 

If I was older than Four 


Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became a 
professional in the field of vibration and acoustics. He was awarded a 
Fellowship of the Society of Environmental Engineers. He has written 
poetry, short stories and a children’s novel. He also founded The Young 
Poet Society. He has published a novel, “The Elfin Child.” He was 
diagnosed with terminal Motor Neuron Disease and died in 2015. 


RED HIBISCUS FRESH 


She is a refreshing red 

an eternal cosmic creation 

of magical effervescence, indulgent 
wild insects butterflies find home 
making her petal their bed 


Nature colours translucent 
into beautiful shades 
whites, oranges radiant 

but a red hibiscus 

is one worth a million cents 


One day I spotted a dew 
dropping and jumping 

to a leaf’s edge 

it drizzled that evening 
and the butterflies flew 


Soon came a girl 

to pluck the gorgeous flower 

the red hibiscus was gone... 
Lying fresh in her hands to offer 
as Ma Durga 

adorned it with a twirl 
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Pooja Suresh: Hello! I am an upcoming Carnatic music vocalist 
and I perform concerts along with my sister. We sing as vocal duets 
and I also play the instrument Veena. I started writing as a hobby, and 
now, take part in various writing prompts and programs. I also recently 
completed a NANOWRIMO camp setting myself a goal of 10000 words 
and received an honorable mention for one of my poems on togetherness 
written for On Fire Cultural Movement. I aspire to write more and read 


more. 


MEMORIES... 


Memories, when they haunt you, 

Don’t resent. 

And don’t drive them away. 

If you do, 

They’ll come back to you like boomerangs. 
Instead, allow them to pass through you, 
Let them cause that sting, 

That spasm of pain, 

And that pinch of uncertainty of life. 

But, as time passes, 

See them gradually losing the venom, 

And the aches becoming much less painful, 
Not because you have grown resistant; 
But because they have lost their resolve. 
And one day, 

You can tear them away, 

Like the dried skin over a healed wound. 
But for that to happen, 


Give them time. 
Let the cuts dry. 


Prabha Prakash: I am a poet residing in Kochi, Kerala. I am a 
Chartered Accountant and work as Senior Auditor at EY. My first poetry 
anthology ‘Lost Monsoon’ has been published by Writers Workshop, 
Kolkata. I have been selected for the Reuel International Poetry Prize 
2019. 


GloMag - February 2020 


LET US INHALE EACH OTHER 


I bow down before an evening 
Carrying loved ones 
Along with the smell of a rain soaked earth 


May I inhale 
The watery air, the smell of your nail polish 
The palpitation of your heart 


May I breathe the very breathe that you breathe 
I know your heart beats for me 

You know 

My heart beats for you 


Rain is for others 
Smell is ours 
Time and again the sky alerts us with thunder and lightning 


If not rain a message than what? 
If not thunder and lightning a message than what? 


Just time changing colours 
Evening giving way to night 


Darkness is ahead, so also the light 
More rain, others may mean 
Smell of a rain-soaked earth is ours 


Let us inhale each other 
Only the smell is ours 
Rest belongs to others. 


Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from the Balangir district of Odisha 
(India). He is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia and English. So 
far, he has published three anthology of poetry in Odia. His poems have 
been published in national anthologies like Scaling heights and international 
anthologies like Global Anthology on Peace and Harmony, Happy Isle, 
Feelings International. 
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ILLUMINATING STARS 


In the vast, unmappable domain of the mind, 
Mysteries reside, 

They put pen to paper, 

Make me write, 

What they want written, 

My hand is just a tool, 

To make a physical reality, 

Of those wispy thoughts, 

Floating around, 

But their spirits, can they be 

Entwined in words, 

Regimented into lines, 

Cordoned off into stanzas, 

To make a semblance of some train of thought? 
Whose journey starts where, ends where, 
Unknown beginning, unknown destination, 
Which stations beckon, 

What is loaded and unloaded? 

I am the passenger, station master, porter all rolled into one? 
Is it self-driven? I know not! 

Tam in its thrall! 

Don’t 

want to ‘wake up and smell the coffee’ 

Let me cruise along to eternity! 


Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker, recently turned grandmother! She used to write sporadically 
in the Pune edition’s Women’s page of the Indian Express. She loves 
reading and writing, and words are her world. 


Give with right hand 

Hide it from left hand 

Not for name or fame 
Enjoy the joy of giving 

Give to one who deserves 
Not to one who demands 
When you give 

Leave your camera at home 
Charity, not a show off 

But, sharing the love within. 


Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration from 
nature to social issues and enjoys writing poems on love, life, compassion, 
happiness, human relations nature’s beauty etc. At a very young age he 
developed his writing skills, published poems in various anthologies and 
periodicals and received many awards of excellence. He was a professor 
in the Department of Commerce, St. Albert’s college, Kochi, Kerala. 
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A DREAM FULFILLED 


As the silent breeze whispers into my ears 
A shadow of light lingers in the air 
Unchained from the deepest darkest 
Whispering the soft syllables of love 

On some lonesome, lazy afternoon 
Celebrating the feast under the open skies 
Lips aglow in the colour of joy. 

A fruitful dawn starts to bloom throwing the darkness vast 
Door opens through the ancient corridor 
Touching the divine lamp, 

A heavenly peace untangled its net 

In the silence of the lonely hours 

A rainbow of vivid hues enchants my mind 
Through the orange sunset 

Kissing the youthful dreams 

Into my rootless path. 


Preety Bora: The poetess, Mrs Preety Bora, started writing from 


her college days. She hails from the beautiful State of Assam, India. 


She lives in Golaghat with her family. Nature inspires her to write poetry. 


She writes in both English and in Assamese (her mother tongue). Her 


poems have been published in various anthologies and magazines in 


India and in foreign countries. 


IF SILENCE COULD KILL 


The feeling of emptiness... 

The pain of reverence... 

That never-ending wait... 

That unfelt bait... 

I could live with an unspoken lie... 

But can’t accommodate an unuttered truth... 
A truth which tells me I am needed... 

A truth which tells me I am loved... 

The emotions I need to hear...to feel... 

The words I need to listen...to understand... 
For the unruptured saga of love 

I feel thou strangled in my own heart... 

If silence could kill, 

It would have torn me apart... 


Priyanka Nair: I am a blogger, poet, and speaker, residing in 
Mumbai, India. I work as a freelance content writer. I have contributed 
to various anthologies online. I have also published one eBook and was 
a part of an International collaboration for a non-fiction novel. Awarded 
as best debut author award. 
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OLD CERTAINTIES 


Bin ich ein Nazi? Oder 

Am I one of the Ashkenazim, known by a number and tattoo, 
waiting for the Marines — and dreading them too. 

Familiarity is gemiitlichkeit, even if it means my bunkmates disappear 
one day at a time, and I have to bury them bare-handed 

smelling faintly of a gas I know I will smell of too, someday not far away 
But not today. 

Today just smells of my ketosis and squalor and the relief 

of two drags from the butt that the Sturmmann flicked away 

As it has for, now I don’t know how many days 

And will for well, I don’t know how many days... 

I would like some food though, I miss Mutti’s kugel — cinnamon 

I think was her secret — last I knew she was on a train to Sobibor 
But I wouldn’t miss the kiddushes and certainly not Rabbi 
Liebermann 

And the less said about my Yeshiva the better. 

So I would be somewhat OK if the Marines never came 

And then I see little Heidi in her dirty, torn white frock (it was her 
Birthday it seems when she was put in the train) and I 

Wonder when I will be called to bury her (Do you know 

Unknown to the Sturmmann I have a few dried white flowers 
From last spring for her grave in the one book I am allowed to keep 
— Hesse’s Steppenwolf — and, and I wonder why). 


Or is this all a memory of my own invention in a Mumbai rickshaw 
Commute to work, this Todeslager victimhood an escapist fantasy 
To rationalize to myself my own impotence and/or self-importance 
Amidst all this diesel and desk-slavery simply counting down 

To a death as pointless as this existence. I don’t know. 


Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: J am a writer residing in Thane, India. 
I work as freelance copywriter. I have contributed to various anthologies. 
Ihave also published poems in many magazines and poetry anthologies. 
I was felicitated at Amaravati Poetic Prism 2016 for writing poems in 


11 different languages. 
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IN BETWEEN THE TAKE OFF AND 
LANDING 


All the formalities completed, 

like the gentle cops’ interrogation, a 

duty which cannot be abrogated, 

reaching the gate, with saddened memories 
and farewell, for you are going to be away 
from home, from near and dear ones; 

your home, which is not only a living space, 
entity infusing life and breath every minute 
every corner, every object of your catch, 
every utensil and every scar on the wall, 

floor, hands reaching to redress, broom 

and brass lamp, a regular cleaning; 

after all these, reach aircraft, your seat belt, 
feel of flying high; the azure and the accompanying 
wings, wondering inventors’ other side of God; 


At times, with a jerk, landing in a land either new 

or familiar, entwined with new objects, new faces, 
entirely clogged in new climate; sipping cup of coffee, 
back home, your kin and growing curious to know 
about every plank and panel; inescapable. 


Radhamani Sarma: She is as student of Ethiraj college, Chennai. 
She specialized in the plays of W.H. Auden for her doctoral thesis from 
the University of Madras. She obtained PGDTE from CIEFL from 
Hyderabad. She served in Pachaiyappa’s college and is a retired 
professor of English with 31 years of teaching experience. She has 
published four books of poems and one book of short stories. She is 
widely published in various anthologies and is a reviewer and critic. 


LOVE AND PAIN 


Love remains hidden, 
when it’s not known. 
Love remains hidden, 
when it’s not expressed. 
Keep it that way for long, 
it dries/dies within. 


I’m angry, should I not be? 
I’m sad, angry, and confused. 
I’m happy, rarely; sometimes. 
You nod your head. 

You have categories, for me; 
neat, simple, ‘true’ definition 
of me. 


Looking back is full of pain. 
So, look back, you need pain. 
Remember Shelley’s: 

“Our sweetest songs are those 
That tell of saddest thoughts”? 


Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and blogger born 
and brought up in Varanasi, India. He is the editor of PPP E-zine, a 
poetry e-zine. He has a blog on poetry, poetics and aesthetic pleasure: 
https:/poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com. 
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He paints the many facets of life, 

In colours bright on a canvas large; 

Be it a woman coy and charming, 

Or a soldier holding the flag aloft; 

He paints the children in high spirits, 

And creates a lion tucked on wheels of time, 
Full of roars and ever ready to blast; 


He toils hard from morn to night, 

To earn a meagre amount of money; 

Though he weaves the dreams of many shades, 
Life has offered him only thorns, no honey; 


People throng and enjoy the life, painted 
With brush and paints on a canvas wall; 
There are writings on the wall for painter too, 
Who will dare to read and take a call? 


Rakesh Chandra: He is a retired civil servant. He is currently 
pursuing his Ph.D. in Law from Lucknow University. He has published 
one collection of poems, titled ‘Moon is Black’ and also one collection 
of Hindi poems. His English poems have found place in different poetry 
journals and newspapers’ literary supplements. He has also authored 
two books on Law. 


YOUR WORDS 


Iam living in our conversation, 

In words, pauses and punctuation. 

Your words- 

Iridescent sparks, lighting up my being 
Resurrecting, 

Every haven of hope. 

Your words — 

The touch of your fingertips, 
Sublimating hunger, catalyzing yearning. 
Your words — 

Your breath, 

Creating silhouettes of desire. 

Your words — 

Succulent, 

Enticing me to 

Nibble, suck, bite.... 

As I would the rest of you. 

Iam living in our conversation 

Making love in every cadence and intonation. 


Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a narcissist 
by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, almost as many awards 
and translations into several Indian and foreign languages. A popular 
storyteller and mentor, he is working as Chief of Communications, 
Rourkela Steel Plant. He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and 
his website is www.ramendra.in 
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THE MALADY OF LOVE AND ITS 
REMEDY 


Welcome to the Hospital Anti Love Virus 
treating love and cloned simulations of it. 


As the Hospital PRO, let me bluntly inform your 

dear selves that Love is an infectious disease spread by 
a Virus that entered earth’s stratosphere 

with a falling asteroid that killed many species. 

Love, therefore, is medically treated as 

an inherently undesirable condition in any human. 


Now, look at this state of the art machine that identifies 
the presence of any form of the Love virus by myopic 
heliographic hyacynthixian corrulo resonance system. 
The machine not only identifies and locates the Virus 
but also issues veiled threats to it to leave the system. 
Most viruses would prefer to evacuate following the 
Geneva Convention Rule No 0.00.000.001.0001. 


Those who don’t agree are removed through surgical strikes. 
Those that still don’t perish are tortured every day in public 

in a specially designed semi-transparent semi hydro tube of 
heat sensitive Krotium Collodium alloy that can heat up 

the virus from Minus 2 K to K plus plus in one minute flat. 


This is a spectacular show of rainbow colours much loved 
by the loving couples in the audience who hold hands and kiss. 


Ravi Shanker N (pseudonym Ra Sh): I am a poet residing in 
Palakkad, Kerala, India. I work as a freelance translator and reviewer. 
I have also published two collections of poetry in English. I have also 
published many translations from Malayalam to English and vice versa. 
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A BIRD KNOWS 


A river can’t but love her banks 
while they cup her liquid warmth 
and hold her back from insanity 


She rages, she rants 

she breaks waves upon their jagged thighs 
yet settles in again 

for the rut 

though a rut 

is a familiar bed 

her nectar stored for another day 

the plains safe from her mad forays 


One knows 

the water is just lying low 

but not what is below 

A bird knows when not to sing 
though all around 

it may be spring 


Reena Prasad: She is a poet/writer from India, currently living in 
Sharjah (United Arab Emirates). Her poems have been published in 
several anthologies and journals. She is also the Destiny Poets UK’s 
Poet of the year for 2014 and one of the editors of The Significant 
Anthology released in July 2015. More recently, she was adjudged 
second in the World Union Of Poet’s competition, 2016. She writes at 
Butterflies Of Time. 


Sing no more of battles lost 

Of weary kings and fallen crowns. 

Of deadly nights and gloomy days 

Of ageing men awaiting death 

Of leafless trees that autumn brings 

Of grieving lovers who sigh and groan 
And sing sad verses for the love they lost. 
For I shall have no more of these. 


Sing to me of warriors fierce 

Who fought and fought 

But never lost. 

Bring to me a lovely child 

That smiles and jumps and never cries. 

And handful of flowers that bloom in spring. 
Come with me to that hidden abode 

Where love is young and lovers kiss 

And when you sing to me of these 

I'll sit by you and never leave. 


Ritika Ojha: I am a poet, residing at Dhanbad. I have contributed 
to one online anthology and one magazine so far. 
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SOLITARY IN HER ROOM 


solitary in her room 
she dreams of books 
other narratives of freedom 
inscribed between the pages 
she can now turn to 
freely 
inside the dark 


solitary in her room 
she contemplates the verses 
ghazals in Urdu 
cacophony of notes 
from far away poets 
who respect her presence 
who reward her with their music 


solitary in her room 
she brushes her long hair 
worrying whether someone will come 
cut it off in the night- 
someone who expects her 
someone who fears her 
someone who once carried 
then dropped the key 


Robert Feldman: | am a writer and painter residing in Port St. 
Lucie, Florida. I own and operate a college test preparatory company. 
I have also published several poems and short stories in booklets, 
anthologies, and magazines, both hard copy and online. 


UNFORGETTABLE NIGHT 


One special moment 

In time I entered Paradise 
Deeply engrossed in 

A passionate encounter 
That took me by surprise! 


Kissed by a beautiful angel 
The woman of my dreams 
An unprecedented encounter 
Turned into an endless 

Night of romance! 


Powerful emotions 

And lustful desires 
Creative explosion 

Of scintillating ecstasy 
An open book of ultimate 
Pleasures where no words 
Are really needed 
Leaving me completely 
Mesmerized by such 

A love so magical 

That it felt surreal! 


It was a one of a kind love 
Incomparable to any other 
I ever knew so I had to 
Make her totally mine since 
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She was the treasure 
I waited for a lifetime! 


Another day went by 

And she suddenly appeared 
Leaving memories so fresh 
Like the warmth of life 
Filling my heart and yet, 

I never could wonder 

How she is with me now! 


Romeo della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named Quisqueya 
or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish parents and coming to 
America very young with a goal, mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. 
Tama man with a Vision and a clear mission: To spread my message of 
Love an Peace throughout the World and if my poetry can touch a 
single soul in the World, then I would gladly die leaving my clear footprints 
behind! 


FEELING THE HEAT 


The heat has not been turned on in some time. 
The smell from the baseboard is awful. 

Human hair burning and perhaps dead skin cells 
and much dust as well. 

A past occupant or perhaps the remains of a few. 
What we leave behind is a sad small incense. 
That simple reek is all that can gleaned. 

This squared malt glass of red wine here in my hand. 
A broken clock on the wall behind me. 

My turn with the heat. 

So the sight of my breath goes away. 

A dismantled mouldy shelving unit in the corner. 
A broom in the closet like going into hiding. 


Ryan Quinn Flanagan: He is a Canadian-born author residing in 
Elliot Lake, Ontario, Canada with his wife and many bears that rifle 
through his garbage. His work can be found both in print and online in 
such places as: Evergreen Review, The New York Quarterly, GloMag, 
The Poet Community, Red Fez, and The Oklahoma Review. 
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THE RIVER AND I 


A little away from my village 
The river was there 

With a banyan on the bank 
Where sitting underneath 

I looked unmindfully at her 


How calm she was 

with the little waves in, 

And the breeze around there 
One or two boats floated on 
Making it a dreamy scene. 


When I sat by her one fine noon 
Relishing the sight 

And was filled with daydream, 

The ill fate suddenly came down 

With the sky being clouded in dark 
And heavy rain with thundery retheme. 


A branch fell on my head 

That led to a darkest view soon 

And I could see the light never again, 
The river is still there 

By the broken banyan tree 

But you won’t find me below 
Barring the fury of rain. 


Saikat Gupta Majumdar: I am an amateur poet. I reside in 
Kolkata. I work in a private organisation in ‘Accounts Division’ My 
hobby is writing poems, rhymes, and captions both in English and Bengali. 
My English poems have got published in various online magazines so 
far. I have obtained certificate from one of them also. I wish to get 
established as a Poet. 
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READ, READ IN THE NAME OF... 


You woke him up from a state of meditation 

In the cave of darkness; in the era of superstition 

And asked him to read.... Read, in the name of lord; who 

Has created you, from a clinging drop of blood. 

You gave him the sward of light, and he, lead the universe to elite; 
Ata time when entire society was fumbling in darkened 

Craters of ignorance, his guidance showed us 

Some brightened dawn of good hopes. 

You have built a palace in your empire for him, 

Whom You loved the most, and he, who lit lamps of knowledge; 
So, seeds of mercy and humanity have begun to spurt underneath 
In the hearts and thoughts of mankind. Mankind, 

Your most beautiful creatures; amongst those, it was he, who born with 
Shining face, shined out like sun and moon In one, 

As if soul of light covered him like a full moon night with 

Milky Way of shining stars in one side and at the same time, 

He looked as if a brilliant sunny day. 

It was he, whom You created as a human being, But he was 

Not like other human beings, rather, he was a flawless diamond 
Shining forever; and the rest, is just as like as stones. 

May God’s blessings be upon him; and may it be upon us too... 
On the Day of Judgment, to 

Protect us from the mouth of roaring fire. 


Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): A freelance writer and 
painter from Kerala, India, working in Doha as Franchise General 
Manager. He writes short stories, poems and travelogues in various 
regional language magazines (Malayalam) and periodicals with a pen 
name as ‘Saleem Kattuchola’, and used to write English poems and 
articles in International magazines and newspapers. 


HEAVEN ON EARTH 


O Kashmir! O Kashmir! 

Your earthly paradise lies bleak, 
Turned into a battlefield, 

Trampled between warring countries. 


The ethereal beauty now lacks 
The laughter of little children. 
What, oh what, have you done, 
O, you heartless men? 


Faced only tumult since that fateful night 
Of the year of ’47, 

You stood steadfast still, 

Damaged, but never broken. 


As the days pass by, 

There is a single thought on all minds, 
“Will the Heaven on Earth 

Ever be the same again?’ 


Samixa Bajaj: I am a fourteen-year-old student of class IX. I love 
to pen poems on topics that strike a chord with my moods at any given 
point of time. I love to read and dance. 
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CITY LIGHTS: 


Unreal city, sempiternal though sodden near sundown 

Lights sparkling and dazzling in every nook and corner of a city that’s 
high on life 

A city that never sleeps... 


I walk past the busy streets - a lone traveller 

In search of a new destination 

I don’t know where... 

But I know what I am in search of - Peace? 

An ounce, even a spoonful of it, anything would do... 

I keep walking, leaving behind those jazzy lights, approach the hilly 
terrain, the steep upward climb, stumbling through sweat and bruises, 
There’s something strangely satisfying about it 


I reach the summit and in the valley below, the city lights look dim - 
the glare doesn’t hurt anymore 

I look up at the skies 

And a thousand bright twinkling stars smile down upon me 

I laugh with careless abandon, almost as if Iam a little girl once again 
Here, in this solitude, with the stars, my best friends forever, 

Is where I finally find what I was looking for - 

Peace... 


Laying down upon the rugged mossy floor, 

I keep gazing in awe at the beautiful Aurora that appears far in the 
horizon 

Until my eyes grow weary and I am lulled to a dreamless sleep, 
Leaving the neon city lights far far behind... 


Samrudhi Dash (Inara): I am a poet, novelist, editor and 
motivational speaker, currently residing in New Delhi, India. Along with 
contributions to over two dozen anthologies, international e-zines and 
magazines, I have published till date five solo poetry anthologies and 
two novels and conceptualised and edited an anthology of epistles, an 
anthology which is a tribute to the Indian Armed Forces and a medical 
assistance journal. I write under the pseudonym Inara and have 
completed my Masters in English literature from Jawaharlal Nehru 
University, New Delhi. My signature words are “Hope, Live, Believe”. 
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ADIEU 


Adieu my friend, adieu. 
The blossoming days of 
Our springs are sleeping 
in winter’s silvery arms. 
The summer of our anger, 
The rains of our love, 

The autumn of our jovial days, 
Are buried now. 

Shed not thy tears. 

Burn not thy anger. 

Nor embrace the fear, 

As the journey ends here. 
Dry petals of our memories, 
carefully saved in 

The sandalwood box of 
Our crimson days. 

From where, someday, 
the fragrance Of those 
Ivory days will come, 
And will lock us 

In a celestial bond! 


Sanhita Sinha: She is a native of Tripura. She is a teacher and 
bilingual poet. Her poems have been published in different national and 
international anthologies, journals and magazines. Apart from writing, 
she is actively engaged in cultural activities too. She is a regular artiste 
of television and radio too. 


THE RUSTED GATES OF MEMORY 


Once again, I enter those rusted gates of memory 

and hear Joan Baez singing, 

here comes your ghost, 

Once again, my ears are hearing a voice I’ad known. 
Have those wonderful days really flown? 


We burnt those bridges, didn’t we? 

But why am I still on fire? 

Into those rusted gates, I enter once again, 
yearning to hum that long forgotten refrain 

of love. 

Unmoored, uprooted, am I, 

but do you see what I see? 

Love still shines through the patina of time 

and a cinder from the burning bridge singes me. 
Once again I am on fire. 


In the light of the burning bridge, 
I glimpse tears on your face, 
shining bright, 

and I hug that memory tight. 


Santosh Bakaya: I am a poet, novelist, and essayist and Ted 
speaker, residing in Jaipur, India, working as a teacher. I have contributed 
to various anthologies and have also published novels and edited poetry/ 
story anthologies. My latest novel is ‘A Skyful of Balloons’. 
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The calm and serene best 

Is not the test 

Of true personality 

In its totality 

Daily clutter 

dust and splatter 

Hurried and hasty movements 

Some big-small arguments 

Some over relationships, some over rents 

Opening up cans of worms, that smells like a gutter 
Is all that we bear as part and parcel of life 
Sometimes we’re confident, sometimes we stutter 
Sometimes we face roses while sometimes a knife 
Sometimes we’re brave, sometimes we shudder 
Causing us so much irritation 

Or sometimes manic elation 

What is balance about 

To keep calm when we’re getting a shout 

To stay grounded in a successful bout 


Balance and serenity 
Follows our path of spirituality. 


Sara Bubber: I’m a student of Masters in Human Development. I 
love spending time with my dogs (even collecting more and more dogs: 
I have 6 now), reading Indian mythology, listening to romantic Hindi 
songs and writing poetry, sometimes soulful. I am a meditator, and 
spirituality is after my heart. 


DIVINE BEAUTY 


Beauty is not the colour of your complexion nor the features so 
sharp n beautiful 

Not the length and colour of hair 

Nor the manicured and painted nails on dainty fingers 

Real beauty is that divine light burning continuously in your sublime heart! 
We have to make sure 

This divine light doesn’t shut off due to greed and envy which are 
like those weeds caught up while we swim in a pond unable to 
move forward, stuck forever in one place getting bitten by water snakes! 
Decorate the light burning fervently in your heart with compassion 
and care to serve the needy and underprivileged lying in corners of 
lonely streets! 

This heavenly light helps you grow spiritually to the highest levels 
where you stand like a princess with a tiara on your head! 

Just giving some help without charity and love in the heart is just a 
zero work as love and charity goes hand in hand for an enlightened soul! 


That divine light is lighted by God himself when you were created 
but some blow it off for selfish reasons! 

Make sure this light is always shining as this is the crux of a good 
human life! 


Sarala Balachandran: I reside in Kolkata, West Bengal, with my 
family. I am retired from an import-export firm of repute. I am a 
freelance poet and writer. My poems have been published in various 
national and international anthologies. 
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MIDDING 


There’s something clamouring for my attention everywhere, 
Hovering over my mind-scape some digital nightmare, 

I plead helplessly for that solitude that self-care 

While my fingers scroll and swipe involuntarily somewhere 


Crowded windows, the parks, those teeming campfires 
Jostling for space bodies at birth beds and funeral pyres 
Nothing private, digital invasions strangle us, no mercy nor blue wires 
I crave for spaces, silences, away from data quagmires 


In a world busy partying and clubbing 

Drowned in banter, mindlessly fubbing 

I choose the quiet of verses, in my own midding 
Appeasing an unseen reader free and un-forbidding. 


*midding: v. intr. feeling the tranquil pleasure of being near a 
gathering but not quite in it 


Saranya Francis: She is a poet, content writer, freelance language 
and life skills trainer. She is a multilingual poet with published poems in 
English, Hindi and Tamil. She has to her credit 3 published study guides 
and 2 anthologies of poetry titled Ambedo and Being Purple. Her poetry 
is featured in reputed anthologies in India and abroad. She is the recipient 
of the Bharat Award for Literature (2018), Rabindranath Tagore Award 
(2017), and National Chanting Bards Award (2017). Saranya is also the 
Secretary of ZAV Foundation, an NGO working for the cause of 
education and women empowerment. She has represented the country 
at various conferences abroad particularly The World Youth Day, 
Toronto Canada. 


OF COVENANTS AND CAULDRONS 


And if I write with the blood of my ancestors, 
will not these pages be soaked 
with both their glory and their sins? 


For what lives on through us 
is a covenant of love 
and a cauldron of war. 


And not one fish from a river that has run dry will feed the flesh, 
but the ghosts in our hearts still sing since the beginning. 


So look not toward tomorrow 

for answers that have yet to be received, 

and seek not in the past 

for those questions which have already been revealed, 
but live in this moment as it is, 

being both transient and everlasting. 


Let those who have passed on 
rest in the peace they earned, 
and let your children’s children 

be not burdened before their time, 
but carry your own weight gladly 
and know that all these days 

have their own reward. 


Scott Thomas Outlar: I am an author residing in Atlanta, Georgia, 
USA. [have published six collections of poetry. More about my work 
can be found at 17Numa.com. 
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SHE - THE CRIMSON TIDE 


A typical female worker’s condition/unspoken plight, is such she 
carries her burdens mostly with an expression of serene delight. Even 
during those unmentionable days when there is a demon with a blade 
inside insidiously slicing deep in her womb, which gushes out as stripes 
of tissue and gore. Sometimes it’s a steady drip of crimson, but mostly 
it’s a scarlet tide that comes out in hot flushes. Clumps of innards and 
chunks of wobbly tissue expelled out by uterine muscles, but she must 
manage the tempest with a stoic wand. Her struggles to clutch the tell- 
tale flow, but if you look closely, you will see streaks of consternation 
and pain, which she dare not reveal in broad daylight. She must continue 
to grin and hide secrets tight in her crevice. 


Be it as the field laborer bent all day over tender crops, with her 
sweat and haem she fertilizes the barren Earth. As the mountain worker 
juggling heavy baskets on her backside, she will toil on slippery slopes 
clinging to sunny hopes. As a warehouse or mill worker scrambling at 
the sound of loud sirens suppressing her own silent wail to work her 
nimble fingers in dark dungeons she soaks her dreams on mechanical 
machines. Donned in a crisp uniform with a nonchalant face, she mans 
snarling traffic signals and unruly mobs. Even while piloting Supersonic 
jets, she wears the same nonchalance and never lets on. As a medico 
tending to others wounds or from a protracted meeting on a polished 
corporate floor behind her silk saree or upmarket suit and ironed tresses, 
her impeccable face never reveals how she deftly reversed a stained 
nappy before diving into her task of building strategies. The Men, even 
the better halves, will never know the grit that goes into a lady’s soft 
smile. 


Seema K Jayaraman: She is poetess based out of Mumbai, India, 
and is a professional in the IT Banking domain. Her poems paint a vivid 


picture, colourfully presenting the myriad vibrancies of nature, at times 
stark depictions of human strife and tragedy. She writes both free style 
and rhyme-based verses, and she also enjoys writing haikus and tankas. 
Her debut book, “Wings Of Rhapsody — A Dalliance Of Poems,’ was 
released in June 2016. 
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VISIONS OF MIND 


Clouds, slowly intermingling 

With dew outside 

Sunlight peeping through 

A beautiful image coming through 


A beautiful medley 

Flora abounding 

Fragrance of breeze, beholding 
Wishful thinking, a new sphere 


Is it an image, a beautiful picture 
Of varying thoughts and visions 
A visionary in the making 


Slowly but surely 

A wide canopy of thoughts 

In an all-enveloping sphere 

Of togetherness and beauteousness 


The world, in its beauty and serenity 
Sensuousness making its way through 
The forest of an all pervading sense of 
Spirituality and profundity 


Shobha Warrier: J am a poet residing in Chennai. I am a housewife. 
I have contributed to a few anthologies. I have also published poems 
and also one collection of a few poems written by me. 


WHERE ARE YOU... 


Through all the stories I have written strewn and scattered on the 
skyline, frugal moments of creation that threw up lives I never imagined; 
and as I walked the desert with no drop to drink or ink to write, or flew 
the sky that lost its thunder and its shredded pieces of wasted lightning 
like last night’s lamps from the robust ritualistic festival. 


Where are you? My creations have reached the corners of the 
world, but you whom I fashioned with the smile of my eyes and the 
breath of my kiss. You faded with the setting sun, growing me into an 
unseeable grasp of darkness thrown up and stranded in a barren sky 
that others write and celebrate with the noisy sparks of their instant 
successes. Where are you? 


Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, and playwright residing 
in Chennai, India. He is a writer. He has contributed to various 
anthologies. He has received the R. K. Narayan Award for Creative 
Writing. 


www.shreevarma.com 





https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shreekumar_Varma 
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A LOOK INTO ME 


Don’t call me a poet 
Iam not one. How can I be with so much of ego, hatred and jealousy? 


How can I be one when I don’t have the eyes to see good in others, 
a heart to reciprocate and a mind to acknowledge truth and beauty? 


How can someone be 
who does not enjoy other’s success, 


an island in himself who has not seen anything beyond the blue 
sea? 


One whose sun rises and sets, 

day begins and night descends only for himself 
can hardly be a poet. 

Being an epitome of negativity in all its forms 


Ionly faithfully reflect myself, my selfishness, prejudice and malice 
for the rest. 


If poetry is reflecting the society for its betterment, what betterment 
Iam doing except propagating and projecting myself? 
I need at least one more birth to love and understand poetry, 


appreciate others 


and many more births to realise, there is absolutely no difference 
and me and my focus of jealousness are but one and the same 


Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: Smruti Ranjan Mohanty, O.F.S, son of 
Raj Kishore and Shantilata Mohanty, is a multilingual poet, essayist and 
writer. His write-ups are published in newspapers and in various national 
and international magazines, journals and anthologies that are widely 
acclaimed. 
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THE RISE OF THE NEW DON 


The son rises 

Two a knew don 

A quake up call 

Ass all hell the new don. 


While the knight 

Dirk with the waning loon 
Re cedes quite lee 
Nursing a grunge. 


The sundae brings 
Width eat 

A knew harm 

Yes, a knew charm. 


Daze after daze 
Ear after ear 


The son sir prizes 
By rising in the yeast. 


It dies the sky 

Feeling it in reach hew 

Paining it punk, then orang otangs* 
Then two a sirloin blew. 


Meanwhile the knight lies in weight 
To trounce upon the setting son 


Slyly it en roaches teal the sky bee cums blew 
The cold loon travails the sky. 


Ten sons build up ass knight pro greases 
The son weights lying for day brake 

to be crowned the new don 

Yes, a knew mourn. 


A new day bee gins well coming warmth 
The son struts his stuff 

Our by our hit overpowers 

A hot day fool of swat tricking drown. 


Eat ease the son’s way 
Off powder play 

A show of sizzling hit 
Blanketing every thug. 


*orang otangs- orange tongues 


Sudeshna Mukherjee: Her poetry deals with varied human nature. 
A keen observer she chronicles the happenings around her and society. 
“Meanderings Of The Mind’ is her published book of poems. 
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SUMMING UP 


All shall one day submerge into nothingness 

be it less or excess, there shall remain no trace 
hence...let me bare my soul 

learn to live each strand of life 

fill each breath with joy and happiness 


As bright light fades 

silhouette catches on ...embraces darkness 
the quintessential journey gathers moss 
into thin air... life vanishes 

let me assimilate the crux and essence 
embrace solitude one more time 

that transcends sound and noise 

delves deeper into inner space 

surges beyond eloquence 


As time elapses, the ultimate advances 

and fist loosens 

let me just walk barefeet 

to get the feel of depth and intensity 

palpate each feat 

be it contours of adventure 

or... stills of placid demeanor 

inhale every ounce, count on each morsel and byte 
leaning heavily on ecstasy of joy ride. 


Sujata Dash: She is a serving Bank of India and is placed in 
Bhubaneswar, and is a singer and poet by passion. She has one published 
work to her credit. Her anthology of poetry ‘More than mere — a bunch 
of poems’ by Authorspress in 2014, says a lot about her admiration for 
nature and longing for the divine. She is a regular contributor to anthologies 
published nationwide. 
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I JUST NEED A ‘YOU’ 


I just need a ‘you’ 

If 1 am the book that ‘you’ will be my reader 
Who will go through all my open pages, 

Feel me by heart. 


I just need a ‘you’ 

If Iam the laptop 

That “you’ will be my keyboard, 

Whenever I will be in off mood, 

Will press at the keys of my heart and mind 
To make me smile and energetic 

And remove all my anxieties within no time. 


I just need a ‘you’ 

If I am the kite 

‘you’ will be my sky, 

To make me fly with all the liberties 
And I will be the happiest one 

To find the sincerest world. 


Sujata Paul: She is a bilingual poetess belonging to Agartala 
presently. She is a teacher by profession but writing is her passion. She 
has published her solo poetry book ‘Whisper of My Souls’ and many of 
her poems and articles have been published in different national and 
international anthologies. Her second book “Sarang,’ collection of poems 
has been published at International Conference of Multi-Disciplinary 
Research in Kolkata. 


NATURE AND CREATURE 


Polluted air, suffocating breathe 
Venomous inhale, 

Yet we are running an endless rat race 
Nature has lost its natural grace, 

Is it less than hell? 


Yes! We are called advance or update 
Technologically advance, effort higher than high, desire at its best, 
But humanity almost dead. 


What a world we are living, 
Where peace is lost 

Eternity crying! 

Our deaf ear never wants to listen 
About others suffering. 


Only concerned about own success 
Never think about the face, 
Somehow who were there 

Behind our very success. 


We are unable to afford clean air 

And a nature to feel refresh 

Then what a world we are going to gift the rising generation, 
To embrace? 


Yet often we console ourselves 
Thinking about own is not actually 
Selfishness! 
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Sumana Bhattacharjee: She is a bilingual poetry writer from 
Kolkata, India. She has keen interest in music, poetry and drama and 
she loves every form of fine arts. Her poems have been published in 
more than twenty national and international anthologies, magazines and 
blogs. She is the founder of an online poetry group and a member of 
World Union Of poets. 


THE ANCIENT LOVE LORE 


I flirt playfully all-around—teasing, ruffling, stroking, kissing 

everywhere: clothes, skin, and hair, but you, my love watch and smile— 
coldly peaceful, blandly blissful! How could I, who am so tempestuous, 
Have lost my heart to you? With every atom of my breath 

I yearn to join you, swirl around you, caress your shining face, 

Climb you peaks, relish the tactile feast; plumb your depths, 

learn your secrets, your sorrows, until I reside in every nuance of you. 

But your love is capricious, a waxing-waning tide—I writhe in despair, 
tearing through trees; leaves rustle anxiously to soothe my anguish. 

I lash waves to hurtle against many a cliff, sculpting grieving Apostles 
Echoing my laments for infinite centuries. You gaze unperturbed, boring— 
Waxing and waning with cyclical rectitude! How can you ignore 

my helpless soul stretching, reaching for you? My cursed feet struggle 
captive of Earth, she’ll never set me free; that’s the way the World be, 
they say, that you hide a dark side, that I am enthralled with a pretty face, 
that my thirst will never be quenched! If only your grace didn’t wax and wane, 
If you gathered my embrace with half as much yen, I’d envelop your 
dark side 

and your bright, and love you so hard, Earth would gaze amazed at my 
Blushing Moon bride delicately robing herself with the glittering night sky. 


Sumita Dutta Shoam: J am a poet and author residing in Chennai, 
India. I work as an editor and publisher. I have contributed to various 
online and print anthologies. I have also published a novel. My publishing 
house, Adisakrit, publishes fiction and nonfiction and is now ten books 
old. 
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TODAY AND ALWAYS 


We can’t recall how and when we understood each other, 

not the slightest inkling when wafted into a hypnotic trance 
both grown to love in such a short time, completing each other 
how did this miracle happen? You’re all ve ever wanted 
Living lifetimes in morsels, enriching, comforting, nurturing, 
honoring each other’s feelings, growing forever memories, 

my body inhaling yours as I wake up next to you 

intoxicating, quivering, rapturous delight raising bodies to souls. 


You touched me without using your hands, teaching me to trust 
I’ve dreamed of such a love, content sharing little pleasures 
ecstatic that it’s you who makes us ‘We’. 

Fragrantly insane knowing I’ve been conceived in your heart 
incomplete if not for you, I'd still be searching for my other half. 
Long after our lovemaking, sweet warm flickers still remain 

We are creatures immersed in desire, yet there’s something more 
You reached my heart, a closeness I’ve never felt before. 


I dreamed of love like this, our passion deep and blooming 

My body and heart belong to you, Pll always love you hero mine 
thankful for the day we met, with bliss and peace we carve a life 
Yet there’s so much more if you’ll be my love forever, Valentine!! 


Sunil Kaushal: I am a poet residing in Pune, India, a retired 
gynecologist, now working as a writer. I have contributed to various 
short story and poetry anthologies. Presently Iam finishing my memoirs 
and a poetry book to be published soon. 


THE ATTIC SONGS, REFRESHED 


Near the sudden sharp bend, 
where a choked sea rushes 

to kiss the white sands framed 
by the craggy hills and a low sky; 


there— 
long after everyone had left for homes, 


in a sacred grove of palms, extreme right, 
surface the alien voices that sing and 
softly rise above 

the sound of the humming waves 


and finally merge with 
the blue-dark-grey night 


a symphony 
heard by a post-modern pilgrim 
escaping from the neon-lit city and its mad fever 


in conscious quest for great songs heard earlier 
in an earlier age by a blessed community. 


Sunil Sharma: J am an author-editor residing in Mumbai, India. I 
work as college principal. I have contributed to various anthologies. I 
have also published 20 books, joint and solo. 
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Riding the blue wave 

On the edge of the moon 
I found you - Sakha 
Waiting for me 


We travelled galaxies amidst the star spangled seas 

Then to the aqua marine depths braving the tempests 

You held my hand to show me around - the glittering cities of the 
underworld, floating past 

As I followed instructions 

Gliding gleefully 

Peacefully 

Together 


But waters were rising 

The sea was changing 

The storm took him away! 

Now I wander Searching for him 
Who the sands swallowed up! 


Sunita Singh: She is a bi-lingual poet and writer, writing in English 
and Hindi. Her poems feature in Indian and International anthologies 
and e-magazines. Many of her poems have won awards on on-line 
forums like Kaafiya, Poetry Planet, The Significant League. A few of 
her Hindi poems have also been turned into lyrics for private albums. 
She is an active member of a forum for reviving Indian languages. She 
lives in Delhi and is fond of travelling, music, reading. She finds inspiration 
from nature. 


THE LINGERING PAIN OF SILENCE 


speak not, for my tongue is numbed with lips that are closed 

my words in my throat, holding back a breath indisposed 
thoughts pondering, finding lost words to shout my pains 

only the dust of time from the past left a choice without refrains 


whirling around in my own space that holds me still 

my body hollowed with so much emptiness, i need to fill 

i gather the pieces of my shattered moments to mold back again 
wishing to burn within the silence of my lingering pain 


with you is the joy i behold without regrets and without compare 
all the truth and lies in this earthen imperfection i dare 
slumbered and drunk with my brokenness i forebear falling 
found myself lost and alone, it is you that i am calling 


keep filling myself with nothing, but only the thoughts of you 
broken pieces to keep me whole again from that shattered hue 

i remained in the silence of my lingering pain and speak no more 
till i hold you back to stay within my embrace forevermore 


lost...lost into the darkened deep, till nothing of me can be found 
no footprints nor my ashes from every traces on the ground 
iam nothing now but the wind touching your skin 

touching your lips, with that alluring smile of a silly grin 


Suzette Portes San Jose: She was born and raised in Cebu City, 
Philippines. She now has joined 15 book anthologies internationally. She 
is also a recipient of multiple awards for her Art works and Literary 
works. She also founded her own Poetry Group of artists and poets 
writing Ekphrastic Poetry. She is now publishing her own book along 
with other book anthologies of her group. 
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MAN AND NATURE 


Leaves are falling to the ground - twisting and turning along with 
melodies 

no human has ever heard. 

Migratory Birds fly and hover in crispy autumn sky 
Symmetrically plow formations - chirping commands fill the air, 
Incomprehensible messages for other than birds. 

Migratory Birds know when 

time is right to leave 

the Northern Hemisphere 

Just in perfect time to 

avoid winter’s entry. 


Man stands firmly on the ground, marvels and admires the grand sight 


the elegant procession unfolding. 


Svanhild Lovli: She is a bilingual poetess, currently living in Gj@vik, 
Norway. She is an avid photographer and loves to draw. She is concerned 


with nature conservation, women’s rights and family life. She regularly 
publishes in GloMag. She has contributed in ‘Voice of Aspirants,’ Poetry 
Planet, and Galaktika Poetike Atunis Magazine. She is admin in Global 


Literary Society. She is a member of several poetry groups. 


SEGREGATION 


Each individual is confined inside his own private room, 

With a set of windows, doors and the holes to ventilate. 
There, one makes his own light out of his own fire or fume 
For a certain time; and makes space to grow or to attenuate. 


His neighbours live inside other rooms adjacent to his own. 
But, they can’t use the same doors, windows or a single hole 
To peep inside another one for realising how one spends alone. 
Or to hear the common tunes coming out of his unique citole. 


Nobody knocks door at midnight; but his hallucinated thought, 
Sometimes, drives him out of room with an expectation to see 
The face of his compassionate sister or a face of his compatriot. 
But, nobody wants to knock any neighbour in a civilised society. 


He enters in room to protect the jewels he preserved so long, 
And to read a story already written by him or to sing his old song. 


Swapan Kumar Rakshit: He is an Indian poet who lives in 
Bankura, West Bengal. He teaches physics for his professional needs. 
However, he prefers to write poems, especially sonnets. He wants to 
be acquainted with the universal mind through poetry. 
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MY SHARE OF MOONLIGHT 


Besieged by layers of mist around, 

The wish for the mist to fade away 

The deep intent to break away Were abound, 
But guarding silences made me pound. 


The mist getting denser, had to turn into walls, 
Happened. 

The hope and compulsion to find you through 
Were to be confined, Were done. 


It is prison out here with gripping chains of memory, 
Me as befallen prisoner of dashed hopes 

And plummeted gusto, 

Who can neither count nor caress the deepening scars. 


The silver lining is the Uffs and longings 
Cannot be heard beyond these walls. 


The sun, still must be rising 

Though my share of light would be yearning. 

The moon, still must be shining 

Yet, my share of moonlight would be pale and burning! 


Tribhu Nath Dubey: I am a poet as well as a sociologist residing 
in Kota, Rajasthan (India). Presently, I am working as an Associate 
Professor in Govt. Arts Girls College Kota. I have contributed to a 
number of poetry anthologies and my poems have featured in several 
poetry magazines. I also serve as Secretary of Rajasthan Sociological 
Association and have been Co-editor of its Research Journal, Rajasthan 
Journal of Sociology. 


IMAGINARY LINE 


You rest in a vast continent 
The country within 

It has been a while 

Since we met 


My hands seem alien to themselves 
As they try to trace you 

In maps that I draw 

Encircle 

Or put thick dots 

Difficult 

When one is in exile 


Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, working 
with young minds, and exploring possibilities beyond the ordinary. A 
middle school French teacher in New Delhi and an active member of 
various quiz clubs, her passions include playing the piano. She contributes 
poems regularly to online publications like ‘GloMag’ and Narrow roads. 
She has also been published in international journals and poetry websites. 
One of her poems was shortlisted and published by the “All India Poetry 
Society”. 
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EXPERIENCES OF LIFE 


Every passing day, hours and minutes 

My breaths minimize 

My glow gets weaker and weaker 

hair becoming grey and less shiny 

memory needs a charge to backup 

My accumulation of muscular flesh 

Needs more strength to walk on properly 

A detachment to social life started 

And attachment to divine makes me feel a little be energised 
Experiences which I gathered in my senses or mind are untold and 
not repeatise 

Because what I feel people learn through their mistakes not from 
my advice 

Let this life flow on for others and of course for me 

This is the process of life!! 


Varsha Saran: I am a homemaker living in Meerut, Utter Pradesh 
India. I am a bilingual poetess and story writer by passion. My many 
poems and stories have been published in different international 
anthologies, e-zines, magazines, and newspapers. 


POEM 1 
MAYA 


There are some leftover flowers in the fridge, 

a taste in my mouth I can’t name, 

some candies wrapped in transparent plastic on the table, 
everything man-made does not necessarily look human, 
but there’s this spot 

where my wet umbrella rests 

dripping quietly, 

so inside my house it’s still raining 

and that is enough to believe 

tonight is real. 


POEM 2 
THE QUEST 


I think our natural instinct 

to extend our hands forward 

to touch the rain 

comes from the desire to introduce ourselves to all the seas 
that might not know us otherwise. 


Vasanthi Swetha: She is extremely passionate about the art of 
poetry, dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes that every poem 
that she writes is a result of a conversation with her soul. 
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TO THE MOON AND BACK 


I am in love with you and care not 

If my world opines it wrong, 

For they know not the pains that knot 
The pining threads of a languishing heart. 


Stars there are a plenty in the sky of night 

A paparazzi of glitter, all of winking eyes, 
But it’s only your loveliness, my sweet sprite, 
That gives me joy, meaning to life. 


Look at me, my dearest, see how I wane, 

Your absence at your window, a vacuum create, 

A little blow of kiss, for my strength to regain, 
And I'll soon be shining, a moon in full once again! 


Vidya Shankar: A poet, writer, blogger, motivational speaker, 
mindfulness practitioner, and yoga enthusiast, residing in Chennai, India, 
Ihave been in ELT for more than two decades. I have been contributing 


articles to an international newspaper column as well as poetry and 


stories to anthologies and literary platforms. I am winner of literary 
awards and been on the editorial of three publications. I have two 
anthologies to my name, the first one being in collaboration with my 


photographer husband. 


YOU MAY WONDER 


You may wonder why 
Friendly folk with forked tongues 
Try to foil uncommon common sense 


And make us often feel as if our fate 
Was written on someone else’s 
Broad forehead by mistake— 


You may wonder how 
We daily glide through a downpour of lies 
With the confidence of those 


Who fly without borrowed wings 
To a place that makes us pause 
Before the walls close in— 


And wonder and reflect on those 
Who betrayed their flag and desert friends, 
Those who lynched the bewildered innocent 


And those who simply could not see 
A smiling pretty woman 
With faith in one hand 


And potassium cyanide in the other 
Feed her relatives, one by one, 
Their last supper. 
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Vijay Nair: I retired as an Associate Professor of English and I 
have contributed to various national and international anthologies. I was 
awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing and Literature in the 
year 2016. I was the “Critic of the Year’ in 2016, 2017 & 2018 at 
Destiny Poets, UK and was also adjudged the ‘Poet of the Year’ in 
2018 by the same poetry group. 


MIRROR ON THE WALL 


The rats sit on thrones 

Their sharp teeth nibble forever at the bones 

Of fear which they have watered everyday with 

The blood of dismembered sparrows and dragonflies 
The flesh of butterflies fattens them 

Their bite has the venom of contagion 

Every rat born of the bite has sharper teeth 

A heart of phlegm glows purple at the centre of their concave 
ribcages 

Men vomit yellow pus and plastic marshmallows 

They cry out for more as they walk up the mirrors 

The clubs they carry have iron thorns dripping with gore 
They twist over windowsills and snatch the children 
Carving out the hearts to present to the rats 

The air is putrid with the stench of green vapours 
Heavy as the sand grains breathed 

The clock shows this time yesterday 

That was the year before last 

And today 


Vineetha Mekkoth: She is a poet, writer, translator and editor 
from Calicut, Kerala. She works as Assistant State Tax Officer in the 
State GST Department. She has been translating for the Kerala Sahitya 
Academy since 2014 and has also contributed articles for the Malayalam 
Literary Survey, a quarterly brought out by the academy. She has 
published poems and short stories in various anthologies. She is co- 
editor of two anthologies. Her debut poetry collection “Ashtavakra and 
Other Poems’ was published in August 2017, which is available on 
Amazon. 
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CORNER OF A COBBLER 


Walking further down the lane, I find a cobbler sitting under a lamp 
post. This is his corner and he has owned it completely. He has decorated 
itin his own way with many colourful buckles of slippers hanging around 
him on a string. How beautiful he looks under the golden light of lamp, 
wrapped in a blanket, busy in his work. I find it a good place to rest 
awhile and have a chat. I sit next to him on his tool box and we start 
talking. And, I feel the friends we look for everywhere in the city are 
actually waiting for us in a stranger man, in some unknown, obscure 
corners. I’ve been here for many years now but still every weekend 
the city is not the same for me. It has new surprises to give and mysteries 
to unfurl. It changes its look every moment. Every weekend it sings a 
new song and like the unheard melody it is sweeter then. 


Vivek Nath Mishra: I’m a writer residing in Varanasi. I have 
been published in various anthologies. I’ve written one collection of 
short stories, titled ‘Birdsongs of Love and Despair’. 


SONNET 104 


Years down the line on a dusky afternoon 
When you find yourself with grey hairs 
Wrinkles all over as a remnant of past glory 
Caught absorbed in thought with sighs forlorn 
You might once make an attempt to recall 
All the faces from the pit of times gone 
Faces you have been loved and hated by 
Those hating forming the bigger party by far 
I will be outnumbered but still stand strong 
Alone to have brought a smile on your face 
The rergret of not being loved all gone away 
Moments of a silent communication filling you 
Know at that point in place of being sad 
Ihave not failed to fill the void you had. 


Zulfiqar Parvez: He is the Head of Academic Affairs cum English 
Language Teacher at Tanzimul Ummah International Tahfiz School, 
Dhaka. He has done his Honours and Masters in English Language 
and Literature from the University of Rajshahi. 


